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THE MONASTERY.

CHAPTER I

Why, what an intricate impeach is this !

1 think you all have drank of Circe’s cup.

If here you hous’d him, here he would have been ;

If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly.
Comedy of Errors.

TuE course of story, leaving for the pre.
sent Halbert Glendinning to the guidance
of his courage and his fortune, returns to
the tower of Glendearg, where matters in
the meanwhile took place, with which it is
most fitting that the reader should be ac-
quainted.

The meal was prepared at noontide with
all the care which Elspeth and Tibb, assist-
ed by the various accommodations which
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had been supplied from the Monastery,
could bestow on it. Their dialogue ran on
as usual in the intervals of their labour,
partly as between mistress and servant,
partly a3 maintained by gOSS!pS of nearly
equal quality.

¢ Look to the minced meat, Tibb,” said
Elspeth ; « and turn the broach even, thou
good-for-nothing Simmie,—thy wits ‘are
harrying bird’s nests, child.—Weel, Tibb,
this is a fasheous job, this Sir Piercie lying
leaguer with us up here, and wha kens for
how lang

« A fasheous job indeed,” answered her
faithful attendant, < and little goed did the
name ever bring to fair Scotland. Ye may
have your hands fuller of them than they
are yet—Mony a sair heart have the Percies
given to Scots wife and bairns with their
pricking on the Borders. There was Hot-
spur, and many more of that bleody kin- °
dred, have sate in our skirts since Mal-
colm’s time, as Martin says 1"

¢ Martin should keep a weel. sorapent
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tongue in his head,” said Elspeth, «and
not slander the kin of any body that quar-
ters at Glendearg ; forbye, that Sir Piercie
Shafton is much respected with the holy
fathers of the community, and they will
make up to us ony fasherie that we may -
have with him, either by good word or good
deed, I'se warrant them. He is a consi-
derate lord the Lord Abbot.”

¢ And weel he likes a saft seat to his hin-
der end,” said Tibb ; & I have seen a belt-
ed baron sit on a bare bench and find nae
fault. But an ye are pleased, mistress, I am
pleased.”

« Now, in good time, here comes Mysxe"
of the Mill. —And whare hae ye been, lass,
for a’s gaen wrang w1thout you ?” said El.
speth. ‘

-« I just gaed a blink up the burn,” said
Mysie, ¢¢ for the young lady has” been
- down on her bed, and is no just that weel
—So I gaed a gliff up the burn.” :

¢¢ To see the young lads come hame frae
the sport, I will warrant you,” said El- .
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speth. « Ay, ay, Tibb, that’s the way the
young folk guide us, Tibbie—leave us to
do the wark, and out to the play them.
sells.” ,

. Ne'er a bit of that, mistress,” said the
Maid of the Mill, stripping her reund
pretty arms, and looking actively and good-
humouredly round for some duty that she
could discharge, % but just—I thought ye
might like to ken if they were coming back,
just to get the dinner forward.”

‘¢ And saw you ought of them then 2* de-
manded Elspeth, '

¢ Not the least tokening,” said Miysie,
““though I got to the head of a knowe, and
though the English knight's beautiful white
feather could have been seen over all the
bushes in the Shaw.”

¢¢ The knight’s white feather !” said Dame
Glendinning ; « ye are a sillie hempie—my
Halbert’s high head will be seen farther
than his feather, let it be as white as it like,
I trow.”

Mysie made no answer, but began to
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knead dough for wastel cake with all dis-
patch, observing that Sir Piercie had parta-
ken of that dainty, and commended it upon
the preceding day. And presently, in erder
to place on the fire the girdle or iron plate
on which these cates were to be baked, she
displaced a stew-pan in which some of Tibb’s
delicacies were submitted to the action of
the kitchen fire. Tibb muttered betwixt
her teeth— And it is the broth for my
sick bairn, that maun make room for the
dainty Southrow’s wastel bread ! It was a
blithe time in Wight Wallace’s day, or good
King Robert’s, when the pock-puddings
gat naething here but hard straiks and
bloody crowns.. But we will see how it will
a’ end.”

Elspeth did not think it proper to no-
tice these discontented expressions of Tib-
bie, but they sunk into her mind ; for she
was apt to consider her as-a sort of authority
in matters of war and policy, with which
her former experience as bower-woman at
Avenel Castle made her better acquainted
than were the peaceful inhabitants: of the
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Halidome. She orly spoke, however, to
express her surprise that the hunters did-
not retarn.

¢ An they come not back the sooner,”
said Tibb, ¢ they will fare the waur, for:
the meat will be roasted to a cinder— -
and there is poor Simmie-that can furn
the spit nae langer: the bairn‘is melt-
_ing like an icicle in warm water—Gang
awa, bairn, and-take a mouthful-ef the cal-
ler air, and I will turn the broach till ye
Coiire :..m»!w .

« Rin up to. the bamzan at the tower
‘head, callant,” said Dame Glendinning,
¢ the air will be callerer there than ony
gate else, and bring us word if our Halbert.
and the gentleman are coming down the.
glen.”

- The boy lingered long enough to allow:
his substitute, Tibb Tacket, heartily to tire:
of her own generosity, and of his cricket<
stool by the side of a huge fire.. He at
length returned with the news that he had
seen nobody. :

‘The matter was not remarkable so far as.
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Halbert Glendinning was concerned, for,
patient alike of want and of fatigue, it was
no uncommon circumstance for him to re-
main in the wilds till curfew time. But no-
body had given Sir Piercie Shafton credit
for being so keen a sportsman, and the idea
of an Englishman preferring the chase to his
dinner was altogether inconsistent with
their preconceptions of the national chas
racter. Amidst wondering and conjectu~
ring, the usual dinner-hour passed long
away ; and the inmates of the tower, taking
a hasty meal themselves, adjourned their
more solemn preparations until the hunters?
return at night, since it seemed now certain
that their sport had either carried them to
a greater distance, or engaged them for a
longer time than had been expected.
About four hours after noon, arrived
(not the expected sportsmen,)-but an un-
looked for visitant, the Sub-Prior from the
Monastery. The scene of the preceding
day had dwelt on the mind of Father Eus-
tace, who was of that keen and penetrating
A2
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cast of mind which loves not to leave un-
ascertained whatever of mysterious is sub-
jected to its emquiry. His kindness was
interested in the family of Glendearg, which
he had now known for a long time; and
besides, the community was interested in
the preservation of the peace betwixt Sic
Piercie Shafton and his youthful host, since
whatever might draw public attention on
the former, could not fail to be prejudicial
to the Monastery, which.was already threat-
ened by the hand of power. He found the
family assembled all but Mary Avenel, and
was informed that Halbert Glendinning had
accompanied the stranger on a day’s sport.
So far was well. They had not returned;
but when did youth and spost conceive
themselves bound by set hours ? and the cir-
cumstance excited no alarm in his mind.
While he was conversing with Edward
Glendinning touching his progress in the
studies he had pointed out to him, they
were startled by a shriek from Mary Ave.
nel’s apartment, which drew the whole fa.
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mily in headlong haste to her apartment.
‘They found her in a swoon in the arms of
old Martin, who was bitterly accusing him-
self of having killed her ; so indeed. it seem-
ed, for her pale features and closed eyes
argued rather a dead corpse than a living
person. The whole family were instantly
in tumult, snatching her from Martin’s
arms with the eagerness of affectionate ter-
ror. Edward bore her to the casement,
that she might receive the influence of the
open air; the Sub-Prior, who, like many
of his profession, had. some knowledge of
medicine;, hastened to prescribe the rea-
diest remedies which occurred to-him, and
the terrified females contended with, and
impeded each other, in their rival efforts to
be useful. .

- «-Tt has been ane of her weary ghaists,”
said Dame Glendinning,

« It is just a trembling on her spirits,.
as her blessed- mother used. to have,” said
. Tibb.

-« It is some ill news has come ower her,”
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said the miller’s maiden, while burnt fea-:
thers, cold water, and all the usual means
of restoring suspended animation, were em-,
ployed alternately, and with little effect.
At length a new assistant, who had join-
ed the groupe unobserved, tendered his:
aid in the following terms :—* How is this,
my most fair Discretion ? What cause hath
moved the ruby current of life to rush.
back to the citadel of the heart, leaving:
pale those features in which: it should have:
delighted to meander for ever >—Let me-
approach her,” he said, “ with this sove..
reign essence, distilled by the fair hands of
‘the divine Urania, and powerful to recalk
fugitive life, even if it were trembling on
the verge of departure.” :
Thus speaking, Sir Piercie Shafton knelt

down, and most gracefully presented to
the nostrils of Mary Avenel a silver poun-
cet-box, exquisitely chased, containing a
sponge dipped in the essence which he re-:
commended so highly, Yes, gentle read-
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er, it was Sir Piercie Shafton himself who
thus unexpectedly proffered his good of-.
fices! his cheeks, indeed, very pale, and
some part of his dress stained with blood,
but not otherwise appearing different from
what he was on the preceding evening.
But no sooner had Mary Avenel opened
her eyes, and fixed them on the figure of
the - officious courtier, than she screamed,
faintly, and exclaimed,—¢¢ Secure the mur-
therer I”. ' o
Those - present stood aghast with asto-
nishment, and none more so than the Eu-
phuist, who found himself so suddenly and.
so strangely accused by the patient whom
he was endeavouring to succour, and who.
repelled his attempts to yield her assistance
with all the energy of abhorrence.
~ «Take himaway,” she exclaimed—¢take.
away the murtherer !”
« Now, by my knighthood,” answered
* Sir Piercie, « your lovely faculties either of
‘mind or bodyare, O'my mostfair Discretion,
obnubilated by some strange hallucination.
' 14
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For either your eyes do not discern that it
is Piercie Shafton, your most devoted Affa-
 bility, who now stands before you, or else,
your eyes discerning truly, yéur mind has
most erroneously concluded that he hath
been guilty of some delict or violence to
which his hand is a stranger. No murther,
O most scornful Discretion, hath been this
day done, saving but that which your angry
glances are now performing on your most
devoted captive.”

He was here interrupted by the Sub-
Prior, who had, in the mean time, been
~ speaking with Martin apart, and had recei-
ved from him an account of the circum-
stances, which, suddenly communicated to
-Mary Avenel, bad thrown her into this
state. * Sir Knight,” said- the Sub:Prior,
i a very solemn tone, yet with some hesi-
tation, ¢ appearances have been communi--
cated to-us of a nature so extraordinary,.
that, reluctant as I am to exercise such au:
thority over a guest of our venerable com.
munity, I am constrained te request from
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you an explanation of them. You left this
tower early in the morning, accompanied
by a youth, Halbert Glendinning, the eld-
est son of this good dame, and you return
hither without him. Where, and at what
hour, did you part company from him

The English knight paused for a mo-
ment, and then 'replied,--“ I marvel that
your reverence employs so grave a tone to
enforce so light a question. I parted with
Halbert Glendinning some hour or twain.
after sunrise.” ‘

« And at what place, I pray you? said
the Monk. ,

« In a deep ravine, where a fountain
rises at the base of a huge rock ;. an earth.
born Titan, which heaveth. up its grey
head, even as >

« Spare us further description,” said the
Sub-Prior ; < we know the spot. But that
youth hath not since been heard of, and it
will fall on you to account for him.” :
« ¢ My bairn! my bairn!” exclaimed Dame
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Glendinning. ¢« Yes, holy father, make
the villain account for my bairn !”

¢« I swear, good woman, by bread and
by water, which are the props of our life”—
. % Swear by wine and wastel bread, for
~ these are the props of tky life, thou greedy
Southron !” said Dame Glendinning ;—*a
base belly-god, to come here to eat the
best, and practise on.our lives that give it
to him !” :

« I tell thee, woman,” said Sir Piercie
Shafton, « I did but go with thy son to-
the hunting.”

« A black hunting it has been to him,
poor bairn,” replied Tibb ; ¢ and sae 1Isaid
it wad prove, since I first saw the false
Southron snout of thee.” Little good comes
of a Percie’s hunting, from Chevy- Chace *
till now.”

« Be silent, woman,” said the Sub-Pnor,
« and touch not the English knight ; we do
not yet know any thing beyond suspicion.”

« We will have his heart’s blood,” said.
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Dame Glendinning ;-and, seconded by the
faithful Tibbie, she made such a sudden
onslaught on -the unlucky Euphuist, as
must have terminated in something serious,
"had net the Monk, aided by Mysie Happer,
interposed to protect him from their fury.
Edward had left the apartment the instant
the disturbance broke out, and now enter-
ed, sword in hand, followed by Martin and
Jasper, the one having a hunting-spear in -
his hand, the ‘other a cross-bow. -

3 /g PrS LI s ¢
¢ neep tine 36G1,” 11e saru &0 histws at.

tendants ; * shoot him or stab him without
mercy, should he attempt to break forth ; if
he offers an escape, by Heaven he shall di¢ I”

« How now, Edward,” said the Sub-Prior;
* how is' this that you so far forget your:
self ? ‘meditating violence to a guest, and
in my presence, who represent your liegé
lord ?* '

Edward stepped forward with his drawrr
sword in his hand. ¢ Pardon me, reverend
father,” he said; ¢ but in this matter the
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voice of nature speaks louder and stronger
than yours. I turn my sword’s point against
this proud man, and I demand of him the
blood ef my brother—the blood of my fa.
ther’s son—of the heir of our name! If he
denies to give me a true account of him,
he shall not deny me vengeance.”
. Embarrassed as-he was, Sir Piercie Shaf.
ton shewed no personal fear. ¢ Put up thy
sword,” he'said, “ yeung man ; not ia the
same day does Piercie Shaften contend with
two peasants,” . . :
¢¢ Hear him! he confesses the deed, holy
father,” said Edward.

« Be patient, . my son,” said the Sub-
Prior, endeavouring to sooth the feelings
which he could not otherwise controul,
« be patient—thou wilt attain the ends of
justice better through my means than thige
own violence—And you, wemen, be silent
~Tibh, remave your mistress and Mary
Avenel.”

While Tibb, with the ass;stance of the
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other females of the household, bore the
poor mother and Mary Avenel into sepa-
rate apartments, and while Edward, still
keeping his sword in his hand, hastily tra.
versed the room, as if to prevent the possi-
hility of Sir Piercie Shafton’s escape, the
Sub-Prior insisted upon knowing from the
perplexed knight the particulars which he
knew respecting Halbert Glendinning. His
situation became extremely embarrassing,
for what he might with safety have told of
the issue of their combat was so revoiiing
to his pride, that he.conld not bring himself -
to enter into the detail; and of Halbert’s
actual fate he knew, as the reader is well
aware, absolutely nothing.

The Father in. the meanwhile pressed him
with remonstrances, and prayed him to ob-
serve, he would greatly prejudice himself
by declining to give a full account of the
transactions of the day. ¢ You cannot
deny,” he said, ¢ that yesterday you seem«
ed. to take the most violent offence at this.

11
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unfortunate youth ; and that you suppress-
ed your resentment so suddenly, as to im-
press us all with surprise. Last night you
proposed to him this day’s hunting party,
and you set out together by break of day.
You parted, you said, at the fountain near
the rock, about an hour or twain after sun-
rise, and it appears that before you parted
you had been at strife together.”

“ I said not so,” replied the knight.
¢ Here is a coil, indeed, about the absence
~ ofarustical bondsman, who, I dare say, hath
gone off (if he be gone) to join the next
rascally band of freebooters! Ye ask me,
a knight of the Piercie’s lineage, to account
for such an insignificant fugitive ; and I an-
swer,—let me know the price of his head,
and I will pay it to your convent-trea-
surer.”

« You admit, then, that you have slain
my brother,” said Edward, interfering once
more. * I will presently shew you at what
price we Scots rate the lives of our friends.”
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“ Peace, Edward, peace—I entreat—]
command thee,” said the Sub.Prior, ¢ And
you, Sir Knight, think better of us than to
suppose you may spend Scottish blood, and
reckon it as for wine spilt in a drunken re.
vel. ‘This youth was no bondsman—thou
well knowest, that in thine own land thou
hadst not dared to lift thy sword against
the meanest subject of England, but what
her laws would have called thee to answer
for the deed. Do not hope it will be other.
wise here, for you will but deceive your.
self.” . ‘

“ You drive me beyond my patience,”
said the Euphuist,  even as the over-driven
ox is urged into madness—What can I tell
you of a young fellow whom I have not
seen since the second hour after sunrise 7>

“ But you can explain in what circum-
stances you parted with him,* said the
Monk. _ S

“ What are the circumstances, in the de.

vil's name, which you desire should be ex- ©
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plained ?— for although I protestagainst this
constraint as alike unworthy and inhospi-
table, yet would I willingly end this fray,
providing that by words it may be ended,”
said the knight. ‘

¢« If these end it not,” said Edward,
< blows shall, and that full speedily.”

¢¢ Peace, impatient boy,” said the Sub-
Prior; ¢ and do you, Sir Piercie Shafton,
acquaint me why the ground is bloody by
the verge of the fountain in Corri. man-shian,
where, as you say yourself, you parted from

. Halbert Glendinning ?” .

Resolute not to avow his defeat if pos-
sibly he could avoid it, the knight answer.
ed in a haughty tone, that he supposed it
was no unusual thing to find the turf bloody
where hunters had slain a deer.

« And did you bury your game as well
as kill it ?” said the Monk. « We must know
from you who is the tenant of that grave,
that newly-made gra{re, beside the very
fountain whose margin .is so deeply crim-

-~ -
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soned with blood 2—Thou see’st thou canst
not evade me; therefore be ingenuous,
and tell us the fate of this unhappy youth,
whose body is doubtless lying under that
bloody turf.” v

« If it be,” said Sir PlCl‘Cle, ¢ they must
have buried him alive ; for I swear to thee,
reverend father, that this rustic juvenal
parted from me in perfect health. Let the
grave be searched, and if his body be found
then deal with me as ye list.”

<¢ It is not my sphere to determine thy
fate, Sir Knight, but #hat of the Lord Ab-
bot, and the right reverend Chapter—1It is
but my duty to collect such information as
may best possess their wisdom with the
matters which have chanced.”

« Might I presume so far, reverend fa- '
ther,” said the knight, « I should wish to
know the author and evidence of all these
suspicions, so unfoundedly urged against
me

¢« It is soon told,” said the Sub-Prior;
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« nor do I wish to disguise it, if it can
avail you in- your defence, This maiden,
Mary Avenel, apprehending that you nou-
rished malice against her foster-brother
under a friendly brow, did advisedly send
up the old man, Martin Tacket, to follow
_your footsteps snd:to prevent mischief.
But it seems that. your eyil passians had
outrun; precaution ; for, when he came to
the spot, guided by your foetsteps upon
the dew, he found but the blobdy turf and
the new-covered grave ; and after long and
vain search" through the wilds after: Hal-
bert and yourself, he brought back the sor-
rowful news to her.who had sent him,”
. % Saw he not my. doublet, I pray you ?”
said Sir Piercie Shafton; ¢ for when I
came to myself I found myself wrapped in
my cloak, but without my under garment,
as your reverence may. observe.” . -
. So saying, he opened his cloak, forget-
ting, with his characteristical inconsistence,
that he shewed his shirt stained with bloed.
«'How! cruel man,” said the Monk,

wt ) : O S
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when he observed this confirmation of his
suspicions ; ¢ wilt thou deny the guilt, even
while thou bearest on thy person the blood
thou hastshed ?—Wilt thou longer deny that
thy rash hand has tobbed a mother of a

' son, our community of a vassal, the Queen
of Scotland of a liege subject ? and what
canst thou expect, but that, at the least, we
deliver thee up to England, as undeserving
our further protection 2”

¢ By the Saints !” said the knight, now
driven to extremity, ¢ if this blood be the
witness against me, it is but rebel blood,
since this morning at sun-rise it flowed
within my own veins,”

¢« How were that possible, er Piercie
Shafton,” said the Monk, ¢ since I see no
wound from whence it can have flowed "

« That,” said the knight, ¢ is the most
mysterious part of the transaction—See
here !”

So saying, he undid his shirt-collar, and
opening his bosom,shewed the spot through

VOL. 1II. B
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which Halbert’s sword had passed, but al-
ready cicatrized, and bearing the appear-
ance of a wound lately healed.

« This exhausts my patience, Sir Knight,”
said the Sub.Prior, ¢ and is adding insult
to violence and injury. Do you hold me
for a child or an idiot, that you pretend to
make me believe that the fresh blood with
which your shirt is stained, flowed from a
wound which has been healed for weeks or
months ? Unhappy mocker, think’st thou
thus to blind us? Too well do we know that
it is the blood of your victim, wrestling
with you in the desperate and mortal strug-
gle, which has thus dyed your apparel.”

The knight, after a moment’s recollec-
tion, said, in reply, ¢ I will be open with
you, my father—bid these men stand out
of ear-shot, and I will tell you all I know
of this mysterious business ; and muse not,
good father, though it may pass thy wit to
- expound it, for I avouch to you it is too
dark for mine own.”
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The Monk commanded Edward and the
two men to withdraw, assuring the former
that his conference with the prisoner would
be brief, and giving him permission to keep
watch at the door of the apartment ; with-
out which allowance he might, perhaps,
have had some difficulty in procuring his
absence. Edward had no sooner left the
chamber, than he dispatched messengers
to one or two families of the Halidome, with
whose sons his brother and he sometimes as-
sociated, to tell them that Halbert Glendin-
ning had been murdered by an Englishman,
and to require them to repair to the tower
of Glendearg without delay. The duty of
revenge in such cases was held so sacred,
that he had no reason to doubt they would
instantly come with such assistance as would
ensure the detention of the prisoner. He
then locked the doors of the tower, both
inner and outer, and also the gate of the
court-yard. Having taken these precau-
tions, he made a hasty visit to the females
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“of the family, exhausting himself in efforts

;,to console them, and in protestations that
he wotld have vengeance for his murdered
brother.
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.

CHAPTER II.

Now, by Our Lady, Sheriff, ’tis hard reckoning,
That I, with every odds of birth and barony,
Should be detain’d here for the casual loss
Of a wild forester, whose utmost having
Is but the brazen buckle of the belt
In which he sticks his hedge knife.

Old Pluy.

WhiLe Edward was making preparations’
for securing and punishing the supposed
murderer of his brother, with an intense
thirst for vengeance which had not hither-
to shewn itself as part of his character, Sir
Piercie Shafton made such communications
as it pleased him to the Sub. Prior, who lis-
tened with great attention, though the
knight’s narrative was none of the clearest,
especially as his self-conceit led him to con-
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ceal or abridge the details which were ne-
cessary for comprehending it.

¢ You are to know,” he said, ¢ reverend
father, that this rustical juvenal having cho-
sen to offer me, in tlie presence of your ve- '
nerable Superior, yourself, and other excel-
lent and worthy persons, besides the dam-
sel Mary Avenel, whom I term my Dis.
. cretion in all honour and kindness, a gross
insult, rendered yet more intolerable by the
time and place, my just resentment did so

" . gain the mastery over my discretion, that I

resolved to allow him the privileges of an
equal, and to indulge him with the com-
bat.”
« But, Sir Knight,” said the Sub-Prior,

“ you still leave two matters very obscure.
‘First, why the token he presented to you
gave you so much offence, as I with others
witnessed ; and then again, how the youth,
whom you then met for the first, or, at
least, the second time, knew so much of
your history as enabled him so deeply to
move you ¢’
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The knight coloured very deeply.

¢« For your first query,” he said, ¢* most
reverend father, we will, if you please,
pretermit it as nothing essential to the mat-
ter in hand ; and for the second—I pro-
test to you that I know as little of his
means of knowledge as you do,and that Iam
well nigh persuaded he deals with Sathanas,
of which more anon.—Well, sir—In the
evening I failed not to veil my purpose
with a pleasant brow, as is the custom
amongst us martialists, who never display
the bloody colours of defiance in our coun-
tenance, untilt our hand is armed to fight
under them. I amused the fair Discretion
with some canzonettes, and other toys,
which could not but be ravishing to her in-
experienced ears. I arose in the morning,
met my antagonist, who, to say truth, foran
inexperienced villagio, comported himself
as stoutly as I could have desired.—So co-
ming to the encounter, reverend sir, I did
try his metal with some half-a-dozen of
downright passes, with any one of which I



32 THE MONASTERY.

could have been through his bedy, only that
" I was loth to take so fatal an advantage, but
rather mixing mercy with my just indigna-
tion, studied to inflict upon him some flesh-
wound of no very fatal quality. But, sir,
in the midst of my clemency, he being in-.
stigated, I think, by the devil, did follow
up his first offence with some insult of the
same nature. Whereupon being eager to
punish him, I made an estramazone, and my
foot slipping at the same time,—not from
any fault of fence on my part, or any ad-
vantage of skill an his, but the devil having,
as I said, taken up the matter in hand, and
the grass being slippery,—ere I recovered
my position I encountered his sword, which
he had advanced, with my undefended per-
son, so that, as I think, I was in some sort
run through the body. My juvenal, being
beyond measure appalled at his own unex-
pected and unmerited success in this strange
encounter, takes the flight and leaves me
there, and I fall into a dead swoon for the
lack of the blood I had lost so foolishly—
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And when I awake, as from a sound sleep, I
find myself lying, an it like you, wrapt up
in my cloak at the foot of one of the birch-
trees which stand together in a clump near
" tothisplace. Ifeel mylimbs, and experience
liftle pain, but much weakness—I put my
hand to the wound—it was whole and skin-
ned over as you now see it—I rise and
come hither ; and in these words you have
my whole day’s story.” :

« I can only reply to so strange a tale,
answered the Monk, ¢ that it is scarce pos-
sible that Sir Piercie Shafton can expect
me to credit it. Here is a quarrel whose
causeyou conceal,—a wound received in the
morning, of which there is no recent ap-
pearance at sun-set,—a grave filled up, in
which no body is deposited,—the vanquish-
ed found alive and well,—the victor depart-
ed no man knows. whither. These things,
Sir Knight, hang not so well together, that
I should receive them as gospel.”

. Reverend father,” answered Sir Piercie

B2
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Shafton, « I pray you, in the first place, to
observe, that if I offer peaceful and civil
Justification of that which I have-already
‘averred to be true, I do so only in de-
vout deference to your dress and to your
order, protesting, that to any other oppo-
site, saving a man of religion, a lady, or
my liege prince, I would not deign to sup-
port that which I had once attested, other--
wise than with the point of my good sword.
And so much being premised, I have to
add, that I can but gage my honour as a
gentleman, and my faith as a catholic Chris-
tian, that the things which I have descri-
bed to you have happened to me as I have
described them, and not otherwise.”

« It is a deep assertion, Sir Knight,” an.
swered the Sub.Prior; « yet, bethink you,
it is only an assertion, and that no reason
can be alleged -why things should be be-
lieved which are so contrary- to reason.
Let me pray you to say whether the grave,
which has been seen at your place of com-
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bat, was open or closed when your encoun-
ter took place ?”

« Reverend father,” said the knight, « I
will veil from you nothing, but shew you
each secret of my bosom, even as the pure
fountain revealeth the smallest pebble
which graces the sand at the bottom of its
crystal mirror, and as”——

¢ Speak in plain terms, for the love of
heaven,” said the Monk ; ¢ these holiday
phrases belong not to solemn affairs—Was
the grave open when the conflict began ?”

¢« It was,” answered the knight, ¢ I ac-.
knowledge it ; even as he that acknowled-
geth”

« Nay, I pray you, fair son, forbear these
similitudes, and observe me. On yesterday
at even no grave was found in that place,
for old Martin chanced, contrary to his
wont, to go thither in quest of a strayed
sheep. At break of day, by your own con-
fession, a grave ‘was opened in that spot,
and there a combat was fought—only one
-of the combatants appears, and he is cover-
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ed with blood, and to all appearance wound-
less.”—Here the knight made a gesture of
impatience.— Nay, fair son, hear me but
one moment—the grave is closed and co-
vered by the sod—what can we believe,
but that it conceals the bloody corpse of
the fallen duellist ”

¢« By Heaven, it cannot !” said the knight,
* unless the juvenal hath slain himself, and
buried himself, in order to place me in the
predicament of his murderer.”

<« The grave shall doubtless be explored,
and that by to-morrow’s: dawn,” said the
Monk ; I will see it done with mine own
eyes.”

¢ But,” said the prisoner, ¢ I protest
against all evidence which may arise from
its contents, and do insist beforehand, that
whatever may be found in that grave shall
not prejudicate me in my defence. 1 have
been so haunted by diabolical deceptions in
this matter, that what do I know but that
the devil may assume the form of this rusti-
cal juvenal, in order to procure me farther
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vexation ?—I protest unto you, holy father,
it is my very thought that there is witch-
eraft in all that hath befallen me. Since I
entered into this northern land, in which
men say that sorceries do abound, I, who
am held in awe and regard even by the
prime gallants in the court of Feliciana,
have been here bearded and taunted by a
clod-treading clown. I, whom Vincentio
Saviola termed his nimblest and most agile
disciple, was, to speak briefly, foiled by a
cow-boy, who knew no more of fence than
is used at every country wake. I am run,
as it seemed to me, through the body, with
a very sufficient stocata, and faint on the
spet ; and yet, when I recover, I find my-
self without either wem or wound, and lack-
ing nothing of my apparel, saving my mur-
rey-coloured doublet, slashed with satin,
which I will pray may be enquired after,
lest the devil, who transported me, should
have dropped it in his passage among some
of the trees or bushes—it being a choice
and most fanciful piece of raiment, which
. ,
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I wore for the first time at the Queen’s pa-
-geant in Southwark.” '

« Sir Knight,” said the Monk, ¢ you do
again go astray from this matter. I enquire
of you concerning that which concerns the
life of another man, and, it may be, touches
your own also, and you answer me with a
tale of an old doublet {”

¢« Old ” exclaimed the knight ; « now, by
the gods and saints, if there be a gallant at
the. British Court more fancifully consider-
ate, and more considerately fanciful, more
-quaintly curious, and more curiously quaint,
in frequent changes of all rich articles of
yesture, becoming one who may be ac-
counted point-de-vice a courtier, I will give
you leave to term me a slave and a liar.”

The Monk thought, but did not say, that
-he had already acquired right to doubt the
veracity of the Euphuist, considering the
marvellous tale which he had told. Yet
his own strange adventure, and that of Fa-
ther Philip, rushed on his mind, and for-
.bade his coming to any conclusion. He



THE MONASTERY. 39

contented himself, therefore, with obser-
ving, that these were certainly strange in.
cidents, and requested to know if Sir Pier-
cie Shafton had any other reason for sus-
pecting himself to be in a manner so parti-
cularly selected for the sport of sorcery and
witchcraft. '

“ Sir Sub-Prior,” said the Euphuist, ¢ the
most extraordinary circumstance remains
behind, which alone, had I neither been
bearded in dispute, nor foiled in combat,
nor wounded and cured in the space of a
few hours, would nevertheless of itself, and
without any other corroborative, have com-
pelled me to believe myself the subject of
some malevolent fascination. Reverend sir,
it is not to your ears that men should tell
tales of love and gallantry, nor is Sir Piercie
Shafton one who, to any ears whatsoever,
is wont to boast of his fair acceptance with -
the choice and prime beauties of'the court ;
insomuch that a lady, none of the least re-
splendent constellations which revolve in
that hemisphere of honour, pleasure, and

5
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~ beauty, but whose name I here praetermit,
was wont to call me her Taciturnity. Never-
theless truth must be spoken ; and I cannot
but allow, as the general report of the court,.
allowed in camps and echoed back by city
and country, that in the alacrity of the ac-
cost, the tender delicacy of the regard, the
facetiousness of the address, the adopting
and pursuing of the fancy, the solemn close,
and the graceful fall. off, Piercie Shafton was.
accounted the only gallant of the time, and
so well accepted amongst the choicer-beau-
ties of the age, that no silk-hosed reveller
of the presence-chamber or plumed jouster
of the tilt-yard approached him by a bow’s.
length in the ladies’ regard, being the mark
at which every well-born and generous ju-
venal aimeth his shaft. Nevertheless, reve-
rend sir, having found in this rude place
something which by blood and birth might -
be termed alady, and being desirous tokeep.
my gallant humour in exércise- as well as to
shew my sworn devotion to the sex in ge«
neral, I did shoot off some arrows of compli
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ment at this Mary Avenel, terming her my
Discretion, with other quaint and well-ima-
gined courtesies, rather bestowed out of my
bounty than her merit, or perchance like
unto the boyish fowler who rather than not
exercise his bird.piece, will shoot at crows
or magpies for lack of better game”

« Mary Avenel is much obliged by your
notice,” answered the Monk; ¢ but to
what does all this detail of past and present
galantry conduct us ”

¢¢ Marry, to this conclusion,” answered
~ the knight ; « that either this my Discretion,
or 1 myself, am little less'than bewitched ;
for, instead of receiving my accost with a
gratified bow, answering my regard with a
suppressed smile, accompanying my falling-
off or departure with a slight sigh, honours
with which I protest to you the noblest
dancers and proudest beauties in Feliciana
have graced my poor services, she hath paid
me as little and as cold regard as if I had
been some hob-nailed clown of these bleak
mountaips ! Nay, this very day, while I was

L4
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in the act of kneeling at her feet to ren-
der her the succours of this pungent quin-
tessence of purest spirit distilled by the
fairest hands of the court of Feliciana, she
pushed me from her with looks which
savoured of repugnance, and, as I think,
thrust at me with her foot as if to spurn
me from her presence. These things, re-
verend father, are strange, portentous, un-
natural, and befall not in the current of
mortal affairs, but are symptomatic of sor-
cery and fascination. So that having given
to your reverence a perfect, simple, and
plain account of all that I know concerning
this matter, I leave it to your wisdom to
solve what may be found soluble in the
same, it being my purpose to-morrow, with
the peep of dawn, to set forward towards
Edinburgh.”

¢ I grieve to be an interruption to your
designs, Sir Knight,” said the Monk, ¢ but
that may hardly be.” »

« How, reverend father !” said the knight,
with an air of the utmost surprise ; * if what
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-you say respects my departure, understand
that it must be, for I have so resolved it.”

¢¢ Sir Kaight,” reiterated the Sub. Prior,
« I must once more repeat, this cannot be,
until the Abbot’s pleasure be known in the
matter.”

« Reverend sir,” said the knight, draw-
ing himself up with great dignity, ¢ I desire
my hearty and thankful commendations to
the Abbot ; but in this matter I have no-
thing to do with his reverend pleasure, de-
signing only to consult my own.”
~ ¢¢Pardon me,” said the Sub- Prior ; ¢ the
Lord Abbot hath in this matter a voice po-
tential.”

Sir Piercie Shafton’s colour began to
rise—¢ I marvel,” he said, ¢ to hear your
reverence talk thus—What! will you, for
the imagined death of a rude low.born
frampler and wrangler, venture to impinge
upon the liberty of the kinsman of the house
of Piercie ?”

« Sir Knight,” returned the Sub-Prior
civilly, « yoar high lineage and your kind-
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ling anger, will avail you nothing in thts
matter—You shall not come here to seek a
 shelter, and then spill our blood as if it
were water,”

-¢ T tell you,” said the knight, ¢¢ once
more, as I have told you already, that there
was no blood spilled but mine own !”

¢ That remains to be proved,” replied
the Sub-Prior ; « we of the community of
Saint- Mary’s of Kennaquhair, use not to
take fairy tales in exchange for the lnves of
our liege vassals.”

«« We of the house of Piercie,” answered
'Shafton, ¢ brook neither threats nor re-
- straint—I say I wil] travel to-morrow, hap-
pen what may !”’

« And I,” answered the Sub. Prior, in the
same -tone of determination, ¢ say that I
will break your journey, come what may !”

¢ Who shall gainsay me,” said the knight,
¢ if I make my way by force »*

“ You will judge wisely to think ere you
make such an attempt,” answered the Monk,
with composure ; ¢¢ there are men enough
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in the Halidome to vindicate its rights over
those who dare to infringe them.”

«“ My cousin of Northumberland will
know how to revenge this usage to a belo-
ved kinsman so near to his blood,” said the
Englishman.

“ The Lord Abbot will know how to pro-
tect the rights of his territory, both with
the temporal and spiritual sword,” said the
Monk. ¢¢ Besides, consider, were we to
send you to your kinsman at Alnwick or
Warkworth to.morrow, he dare do no-
thing but transmit you in fetters to the
Queen of England. Bethink, Sir Knight,
that you stand on slippery ground, and re-
concile yourself to be a prisoner in this
place until the Abbot shall decide the mat-
ter. There are armed men enow to coun-
tervail all your efforts at escape. Let pa-
tience and resignation therefore arm you
to a necessary submission.” -

So saying, he clapped his hands, and

called aloud. Edward entered, accompa-
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nied by two young men who had already
joined him, and were well armed.

< Edward,” said the Sub-Prior, ¢ you
will supply the English knight here in this
spense with suitable food and accommoda-
tion for the night, treiting him with as
much kindness as if nothing had happened
between you. But you will place a suffi-
cient guard, and look carefully that he make
not his escape. Should he attempt to break
forth, resist him to the death ; but in no
other case harm a hair of his head, as you
will be answerable.”

Edward Glendinning replied,—¢ That I
may obey your commands, reverend sir, I
will not again offer myself to this person’s
presence ; for shame it were to me to break
the peace of the Halidome, but not less:
shame to leave my brother’s death unaven-
ged.”

As he spoke, his lips grew livid, the
blood forsook his cheek, and he was about
to leave the apartment, when the Sub-
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Prior recalled him, and said in a solemn
tone,—*¢ Edward, I have known you from
infancy—I have done what lay within my
reach to be of use to you—I say nothing
of what you owe to me as the representa-
tive of your spiritual superior—I say no.
thing of the duty from the vassal to the
Sub-Prior—But Father. Eustace expects
from the pupil whom he has nurtured—he
expects from Edward Glendinning, that he.
will not, by any deed of sudden violence,
however justified in his own mind by the
provocatfon, break through the respect due
to public justice, or that which I have an.
especial right to claim from him.”

« Fear nothing, my reverend father, for’
so in an hundred senses may I well term
yeu,” said the young man ; ¢ fear not, I
would say, that I will in any thing diminish
the respect I owe to the venerable commu-
nity by whom we have so long been pro-
tected, far less that I will do aught which
can be personally less than respectful to
you. But the blood of my brother must
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not cry for vengeance in vain—your Re.
verence knows our Border creed.”

« ¢ Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord,
and I will requite it,’ ” answered the Monk.
¢ The heathenish custom of deadly feud
which prevails in this land, through which
each man seeks vengeance at his own hand
when the death of a friend or kinsman has
chanced, hath already deluged our vales
with the blood of Scottish men, spilled by
the hands of countrymen and kindred. It
were endless to count up the fatal results.
On the Eastern Border, the Homes are at
feud with the Swintons and Cockburns ; in
. our Middle Marches, the Scotts and Kerrs
have spilled as much brave blood in domes-
tic feud as might have fought a pitched
field in England, could they but have for-
given and forgotten a casual rencounter that
placed their names in opposition. On the
West frontier, the Johnstones are at war
with the Maxwells, the Jardines with the
Bells, drawing with them the flower of the
country which should place their breach
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as a bulwark against England, into private
and bloody warfare, of which it is the only
end to waste and impair the forces of the
country, aiready divided in itself. Do not,
my dear son Edward, permit this bloody
prejudice. to master your mind. I cannot
ask you to think of the crime supposed as if
the blood spilled had been less dear to you
—Alas! I know that is impossible. But [
‘do require you, in proportion to your inte-
rest in the supposed sufferer, (for as yet
the whole is matter of supposition) to bear
on your mind the evidence on which the
guilt :of the accused person.must be tried.
He hath spoken with me, and I confess:
his tale is se extraordinary, that I should
have, without a moment’s hesitation, re-
jected it as incredible, but that an affair
which.chanced to myself in this very glen
—More of that another time—Suffice it
for the present to say, that from what I
-have myself experienced, I deem it pos-
‘'sible, that, extraordinary as Sir Piercie
VOL, IIL - c
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-Shafton’s story may seem, I hold it not ut-
terly impossible.”

« Father,” said Edward G]endmnmg,
when he saw that his preceptor paused, un-
-willing farther to explainuponwhatgrounds
he was inclined to give a certein degree of
credit to Sir Piercie Shafton’s story, while
he admitted it ‘as improbable—< Father to
me you have beén in every sense. You
know that my hand grasped more readily to
the book than to the sword ; -and that I
~ lacked utterly the ready and bold spirit

~which distinguished”——= Here his voice
faultered, and he paused for a moment, and
then went on with resolution and rapidity
—< ] would say, that I was unequal to Hal.
. bert in promptitude of heart.and iof hand ;

‘but, Halbert is gone, and I:stand his'repze-
sentative and that of my father—his suc-
cessor in all bis rights (while he said this,
his eyes shot fire,).and bound to assert and
maintain them as he would have done—-
therefore I am a changed man, increased
in courage as in my rights and pretensions.
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And, reverend father, respectfully, but
plainly and firmly do I say, his blood, if it
has been shed by this man, shall be ato-
ned—Halbert shall not sleep neglected in
his lonely grave, -as if with him the spirit
of my father had ceased for ever. His
blood flows in my veins, and while his has
been poured forth unrequited, mine will
permit me norest. My poverty and mean-
aess -of rank shall not be his protection.
My calm nature and peaceful studies shall
not be his- protection. Even the obliga-
tions, holy father, which I acknowledge
to you, shall not be his protection. I wait
with patience the judgment of the Abbot
and chapter, for the slaughter of one of their
- most anciently descended vassals. If they
do right to my brother’s memory, it is well,
But mark me, father, if they shall fail in
sendering me that justice, I bear a heart
-and a hand -which, though I love not such
extremities, are capable of remedying such
an error. He who takes up.my brother’s
succession, must avenge his death.”
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The Monk perceived with surprise, that
Edward, with his extreme diffidence, humi-
lity, and obedient assiduity, for such were
his general characteristics, had still boiling
in his veins the wild principles of those
from whom he was descended, and by
whom he was surrounded. His eyes spark-
led, his frame was agitated, and the extre-
ity of his desire of vengeance seemed to
give a vehemence to his manner resemblmg '
the restlessness of joy.

¢ May God help us,” said Father Eus-
tace, ¢ for frail wretches as we are, we can-
not help ourselves under sudden and strong
temptation—Edward, I will rely on your
word that you do nothing rashly.”

¢« That will I not,” said Edward,—¢¢ that,
my better than father, I surely will not.
But the blood of my brother—the tears of
my mother—and—and—and of Mary Ave,
nel, shall not be shed in vain—I will not de-
ceive you, father—if this Piercie Shafton
have slain my brother, he dies, if the whole
blood of the whole house of Plercxe were
in his veins.”

e iy e o~ ———
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There was a deep and solemn determi
mation in the utterance of Edward Glen-
dinning, expressive of a rooted resolution.
The Sub-Prior sighed deeply, and for the
moment yielded to circumstances, and- ur-
ged the. acquiescence of his pupil no far
ther. He commanded lights to be placed
in the lower chamber, which for a time he
paced in: silence.

Athousand ideas, and evendiffering prin-
ciples, debated with each other in his bo-
som. He greatly doubted the English
knight’s account of the duel,. and of what
had followed it. Yet the extraordinary
and supernatural.circumstances- which had
befallen the Sacristan and himself in that.
very glen, prevented him. from being abso-
lutely incredulous on the score of the won-
derful wound and recovery of Sir Piercie
Shafton, and prevented. him from. at once.
condemning. as impossible that which was
altogether improbable. Then he was at
a loss, how to.cantroul the fraternal affec.
tions of Edward, with respect to whom
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he felt something like the keeper of a wild
- animal, a lion’s whelp or tiger’s cub, which
he has held under his command from in.
fancy, but which, when grown to maturity,
on some sudden provocation displays his
fangs and talons, erects his crest, resumes
his savage nature, and bids defiance at once
to his keeper and to all mankind.

How to restrain and mitigate an ire
which- the universal example of the times
rendered deadly and inveterate, was suffi-
cient cause of anxiety to Father Eustace.
But he had also to consider the situation
of his community, dishonoured and degra-
ded by submitting to suffer the slaughter
of a vassal to pass unavenged; a circum.-
stance which of itself might in these diffi-
cult times have afforded pretext for a re-
volt among their wavering adherents, or, on
the other hand, exposed the community
to imminent danger, should they proceed
against a subject of England of high de-
gree, connected with the house of North-
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umberland and other northern families of
high rank, who, as they possessed the means,
could not be supposed to lack inclination to
wreak upon the patrimony of Saint Mary
of Kennaquhair, any violence which might
be offered to their kinsman.

In either case, the Sub-Prior well knew
that the ostensible cause of feud, insurrec--
tion, or incursion, being once afforded, the
case would not be ruled either by reason
or by evidence, and he groaned in spirit
whean, upon counting up the chances which
arose in this ambiguous dilemma, he found -
he had onlya choice of difficulties. He wasa
monk, but he felt also as a man, indignant at
the supposed slaughter of- young Glendin.
ning by a man skilful in all the practice of
arms, in which the vassal of the Monastery
was most likely to be deficient; and to
aid the resentment which he felt for the
loss of a youth whom he had known from
infancy, came in full force the sense of
dishonour arising to his community from
passing over so gross an insult unavenged.
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Then the light in which it might be view-
ed by those who at present presided in the
stormy Court of Scotland, attached as they .
were to the reformation, and allied by.
common faith and common interest with
Queen Elizabeth, was a formidable subject
of apprehension. The Sub. Prior well knew
how they lusted after the revenues of the-
church (to express it in the ordinary phrase
of the religious of the time) and how readi-
ly they would grasp. at such a pretext for
encroaching on those of Saint Mary’s, as
would be afforded by the suffering to pass
unpunished the death of a native Scotch-
man by a Catholic Englishman, a rebel to_'
Queen Elizabeth. ,

On the other hand, to deliver up to Eng-
land, or, which was nearly the same thing, .
to the Scottish administration, an English;
knight leagued with the Piercie by kin-,
dred and political intrigue, a faithful fol--
lower of the Catholic Church, wha had fled - '
to the Halidome for protection, was, in.the
estimation of the Sub-Prior, an act most un-
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worthy in itself and meriting tlie maledic-
tion of heaven, besides being, moreover,.
_fraught with great temporal risk. If the

government of Scotland was now almost en-

_tirely in the hands-of the Protestant party,.
* the Queen was still a Cathalic, and there was

no knowing when,.amid the sudden changes

“which agitated that tumultuous country,:
she might find herself at the head of her.own-
affairs, and able to protect those of her own:
faith. Thenif the Court of England and:
its Queen were zealously Protestant,. the

northern. counties, whose friendship or en--
mity were of most consequence-in the first:

instance to the community. of Saint Mary’s,.

contained many Catholics, the heads of
whom were able, and must be supposed

willing, to avenge any injury suffered by Sir.

Piercie Shaften..

On. either side, the Sub-Prior,. think«
ing, according to his sense of duty, most
anxiously for the safety and welfare of his
Monastery, saw the greatest risk of damage,
blame, inroad; -and confiscation. The only

c2
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course on which he could determine, was to
stand by the helm like a resolute pilot,
. watch every contingence, do his best to
weather each reef and shoal, and commit
the rest to-heaven and his patroness.

As he left the apartment, the knight call.
ed after him, beseeching he would order his
trunk-mails to be sent into this apartment,.
understanding he was to be guarded here
for the night, as he wished to'make some
alteration in his apparel.

© ¢¢ Ay, ay,” said the Monk, muttering as
he went up the winding stair, ¢ carry him
his trumpery with all dispatch, Alas!
that man, with so many noble objects of
pursuit, will amuse himself like a jack-ane
ape, with a.laced jerkin and a cap and
bells |—I must now to the melancholy work
of consoling that which is well nigh incon-
solable, a mother- weepmg for her first-
born.” '

Advencing, after a gentle knock, into -
the apartment of the women, he found

that Mary Avenel was retired to bed, ex-
. 8 *
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tremely indisposed, and that Dame Glendin-
ning and Tibb were indulging their sorrows
by the side of a decaying fire, and by the
light of'a small iron lamp, or cruize, as it was
termed. Poor Elspeth’s apron was thrown
over her head, and bitterly did she sob and
weep for ¢ her beautiful, her brave,—the
very image of her dear Simon Glendinning,
the stay of her widowhood and the support
of her old age.”

The faithful Tibb echoed her complamts,
and, more violently clamorous, made deep
promises of revenge on Sir Piercie Shafton,
if there * were a man left in the south that
could draw a whinger, or a woman that
could thraw a rape.” The presence of the
Sub-Prior imposed silence on these cla-
mours. He sate down by the unfortunate
mother, and essayed, by such topics as his
religion and reason suggested, to inter-
rupt the current of Dame Glendinning’s
feelings ; but the attempt was in vain. She
listened, indeed, with some little interest,
while he pledged his word and his interest
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with the Abbot, that the family which had
lost their eldest-born by means of a guest
received at his command, should experience
particular protection at the hands of the
community ; and that the fief which be-
longed to Simon Glendinning should, with
extended bounds and added prwxleges, be
conferred on Edward. .
But it was only for a.very brief space
that the mother’s sobs were apparently
softer, and her grief more mild.- She soon
blamed herself for casting a moments
thought upon world’s gear, while poor Hal-
bert was lying stretched in his bloody
shirt. The Sub-Prior was not mere for-
tunate when he promised that Halbert’s
body ¢¢should be removed to.halowed
ground, and his soul secured by the prayers
of the church in his behalf.”  Grief would
have its natural course, and .the voice of
the comforter was wasted in vaig,. "
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CHAPTER IIL

He is at liberty, I have ventured for him !

: — if the law

Find and condemn me for’t, some living wenche,.
Some honest-hearted maids will sing my dirge,
And tell to memory my death was noble,

Dying almost a martyr. .

Two Noble Kinsmen. .

THE Sub-Prior of Saint Mary’s, in taking,
his departure from the spence in which Sir
Piercie Shafton was confined, and in which.
some preparations were made for his pass-.
ing the night as the room which might be
most conveniently guarded, left more than
one perplexed person bebind him. There
was connected with this apartment, and
opening into it, a small outshot, or project.
ing part of the building, occupied by a lit--
tle sleeping apartment, which, upon ordi-,
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nary ocoasions, was that of Mary Avenel,
and which, in the unusual number of guests
who had come to the tower on the former
evening, had also accommodated Mysie
Happer, the Miller’s daughter ; for ancient-

ly, as well as in the present day, a Scottish

house was always rather too narrow and li-
mited for the extent of the.owner's hospita-
lity, and some shift and contrivance was ne-
cessary, upon any unusual occasion, to en-
sure the accommodation of all the guests.
The fatal news of Halbert Glendinning’s
death had thrown all former arrangements
into confusion. Mary Avenel, whose case
required immediate attention, had been
transported into the apartment hitherto oc-
cupied by Halbert and his brother, as the

latter proposed to watch all night, in order’

to prevent the escape of the prisoner. Poor
Mysie had been altogether overlooked, and
had naturally enough betaken herself to the
little apartment which she had hitherto oc-
cupied, ignorant that the spence, 'through

—



THE MONASTERY. 63

which lay the only access to it, was to be
the sleeping apartment of Sir Piercie Shaf-
ton. The measures taken for securing him
there had been so sudden, that she was not
aware of it, until she found that the other
females had been removed from the spence
by the Sub-Prior's direction, and having
once missed the opportunity of retreating
along” with them, bashfulness, and the high
respect which she was taught to bear to the
monks, prevented her venturing forth alone,
and intruding herself on the presence of Fa.
ther Eustace, while in secret conference with
the Southern Englishman. ‘There appeared
no remedy but to wait till their interview
was over 3 and, as the door was thin, and did
not shut very closely, she could hear every
word which passed betwixt them.
It thus happened, that without any intend-
' ed intrusion on her part, she became privy
to the whole conversation of the Sub.Prior
and the English knight, and cou!d also ob-
serve from the window of her little retreat,
that more than one of the young men sum-



64 THE MONASTERY,

moned by Edward arrived. successively at
the tower. These circumstances: led- her
to-entertain most serious apprehension that
the life of Sir Piercie Shafton was in great
and instant peril.

Woman is naturally compassionate, and
not less willingly so when youth and fair fea- ;
tures are on theYide of him who claims her -
sympathy. The handsome presence, elabo-
rate dress and address-of Sir Piercie Shafton,
which had failed to make any favourable -
impression on the grave and lofty character
of Mary Avenel, had completely dazzled
and bewildered the poor Maid of the Mill.
The knight had perceived this result, and
flattered by seeing that his merit was not
universally under-rated, lte had bestow-
ed on Mysie a good-deal more of his cour.
tesy. than in his opinien her rank warrant-
ed. It was-'not cast away,. but received
with a devout sense of his-condescension,
aod with gratitude for his personal notice,
which, joined to her fears for his safe-
ty; and the natural tenderness of her dis-
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position, began to make wild work in her
heart. )

« To be sure.it was very wrong in him.
to slay Halbert Glendinning,” (it was thus
she argued the case with herself;) “but then
he was a gentleman born, and a soldier,
and so genmtle and courteous withal, that
she was sure the quarrel-had been all of
young Glendinning’s own seeking; for it -
was well known that beth these lads were so
taken up with that Mary Avenel, that they
never looked at another lass in the. Hali.
dome, more than if they were of a differ-
ent degree. And then Halbert’s dress was
a clownish as his manners were haughty ;
ad this poor young gentleman, (who was
habited like any prince,).banished from his
own land, was first drawn into a quarrel by
arude brangler, and then persecuted and.
like to be put to death by his kin and allies,”

Mysie wept bitterly at the thought, and
then her heart rising against such cruelty
ad oppression to 3 defenceless stranger,.
who dressed with so much skill, and. speke

11
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with so much grace, she began to consider
whether she could not render him some
assistance in this extremity.

Her mind was now entirely altered from -
its original purpose. At first her only an-
xiety had been to find the means of esca-
ping from the interior apartment, without-
being noticed by any ene ; but now she be-
gan to think that heaven had placed her
there for the safety and protection of the
persecuted stranger, She was of a simple
and affectionate, but at the same time an
alert and enterprizing character, possessing
more than female strength of body,and more
than female courage, though with feelings as
capable of being bewildered with gallantry

" of dress and language, as a fine gentleman.
of any generation would have desired to
exercise his talents upon. ¢ I will save
him,” she thought, ¢ that is the first thing:
to be resolved—and then I wonder what he
will say to the poor Millers maiden, that
has done for him' what all the dainty dames



THE MONASTERY. 67

in London or Holyrood would have feared

to venture upon.”

Prudence began to pull her sleeve as she
indulged - speculations so hazardous, and'
hinted to her that the warmer Sir Piercie
Shafton’s gratitude might prove, it was the

more likely to be fraught with danger to

his benefactress. Alas! poor Prudence,
thou mayst say with our moral teacher,

« I preach for ever, but I preach in vain."

The Miller’s maiden, while you pouf yeur

warning into her unwilling bosom, has glan<

ced her eye on the small mirror by which

she has placed her little lamp, and it returns
to her a countenance and eyes, pretty and
sparkling at all times, but ennobled at pre-
sent with the energy of expression proper
to those who have dared to form, and stand

~ prepared to execute, deeds of generous au-

dacity.
“ Will these features—will these eyes,
joined to the benefit I am about to confer

-
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upon Sir Piercie Shafton, do nothing te re--
moving the distance of rank between us *

Such was the questionr which female va-
nity asked at fancy ; and though even fancy
dared not answer in a ready affirmative,
a middle conclusion was adopted—¢* Let
‘me first succour the gallant youth, and trust
to fortune for the rest.”

Banishing, therefore, from her mind every
thing that was personal to herself, the rash
but generous girl turned her whole thoughts
to the means of executing this enterprize.

. The difficulties which interposed were of
no ordinary nature. The vengeance of the
men of that country, in case of deadly feud,
" that is, in cases of a quarrel excited by the
slaughter of any of their relations, was one
of their most marked characteristics ; and
Edward, however gentle in other respects,
was so fond of his brother, that there could
be no doubt that he would be as signal in
his revenge as the customs of the country
authorized. There were to be passed the
ipper daor of the apartment, the two gates.
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of the tower itself, and the gate of the
court-yard, ere the prisoner was at liberty ;
and then a guide and means of flight were
to be provided, otherwise ultimate escape
was impossible. But where the will of wo-

- man s strongly bent on the accomplish-

ment of such a purpose, her wit is seldom

baffled by difficulties, however embarras. :

sing.

‘The Sub.Prior had not long left the
apartment, ere Mysie had devised a scheme
for Sie Piercie Shafton’s freedom, daring
indeed, but likely to be successful if dex-
terously conducted. It was necessary, how-
ever, that she should remain where she was
till so late an hour, that all in the tower

“sheuld have betaken themselves to repose,

excepting those whose' duty made them

watchers. The interval she employed in -

watching the movements of the person in
whose service she was thus boldly a volun-
teer.

She could hear Sir Piercie Shafton pace
the floor to an{f fro, in reflection doubt-
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less on his own untoward fate and pre-
carious situation. By and bye she heard
him making a rustling among his trunks,
which, agreeable to the order of the Sub-
Prior, had been placed in the apartment te
which he was confined, and which he was
_probably amusing more melancholy reflec-
tions by examining and arranging. Then
she could hear him resume his walk through
the room, and as if his spirits had been
somewhat relieved and elevated by the sur-
vey of his wardrobe, she could distinguish
that at one turn he half recited a sonnet,
at another half whistled a galliard, and at
the third hummed a saraband. At length
~ ghe could understand that he extended him.
self on the temporary couch. which had been
allotted to him, after muttering his prayers
hastily, and in a short time she concluded
he must be fast asleep.
.. She employed the moments which inter-
vened in considering her enterprize under
every different aspect ; and dangerous as it
was, the steady review which she took of
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the wvarious perils accompanying her pur-
pose, furnished her with plausible devices
for obviating them. Love and generous
compassion, which give singly such power-
ful impulse to the female heart, were in this
_ case united, and championed her to the last
extremity of hazard.

It was an hour past midnight, Allin the
tower slept soundly but those who had un-
dertaken to guard the English prisoner ; or
if sorrow and suffering drove sleep from the
‘bed of Dame Glendinning and her foster-
daughter, .they were too much wrapt in
their own griefs -to attend to external
.sounds, The means of:striking light were
at hand in the small apartment, and thus
the Miller’s maiden was .enabled to. light
and trim a small lamp. With a trembling
-step and throbbing heart, she undid the
-door which separated her from: the apart-
ment in which the. Southron knight was
-confined, and almost flinched from her fix-
ed purpose, when she found herself in the
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- same room with the sleeping prisoner. She
scarce. trusted herself to look upon him, as
fie lay wrapped in his cloak, and fast asleep
upon the pallet bed, but turned her eyes
away while she gently pulled his mantle,
with no mere force than was just equal to
- awaken him. He moved not until she had
twitched his cloak a second and a third
-time, and then at length looking up, was
about to make an exclamation in the sud-
denness of his surprise.

Mysie’s bashfulness was conquered by
her fear. She placed her finger on her lips,
in token.that he must observe the most
strict silence, then pointed to the .door to
intimate that it was watched. :
~ Sir Piercie Shafton .now collected him-
self, and sat upright on his couch. He
gazed with surprise on the graceful :figure
of the young woman who stood before him ;
her well-formed person, her flowing hair,
and the outline of her features, shown dim-
ly, and yet to advantage, by the partial and
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feeble light which she held in" her band.
The romantic imagination of the gallant
would soon have coined some compliment
proper for the occasion, but Mysie left him
not time.

¢« I come,” she said, “ to save your life,
which is else in great peril—if you answer
. me, speak as low as you can, for they have
centinelled your door with armed men.”

¢ Comeliest of miller’s daughters,” an-
swered Sir Piercie, who by this time was
sitting upright on his couch, ¢ dread no-
thing for my safety. Credit me, that, as
in very truth, I have not -spilled the red
puddle (which these villagios call the blood)
of their most uncivil relation, so I am un-
der no apprehension whatever for the issue
of this restraint, seeing that it cannot but
be harmless to me. Natheless, to thee, O
most Molendinar beauty, I return the thanks
which thy courtesy may justly claim.”

« Nay, but Sir Knight,” answered the
maiden, in a whisper as low as it was tre-

VOL. 1L, B
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mulous ; « I deserve no thanks, unless you
will act by my counsel. Edward Glendin-
ning hath sent for Dan of the Howlet-hirst,
and young Adie of Aikenshaw, and they
are come with three men more, and with
bow, and jack, and spear, and I heard them
say to each other, and to Edward as they
alighted in the court, that they would have
amends for the death of their kinsman, if
the monk’s cowl should smoke for it— And
the vassals are so wilful now, that the Ab-
bot himself dare not controul them, for fear
they turn heretics, and refuse to pay their
feu-duties.”

¢ 1n faith,” said Sir Piercie Shafton, ¢ it
may be a shrewd temptation, and perchance
the Monks may rid themselves of trouble
and cumber, by handing me over the march
to Sir John Foster or Lord Hunsdon, the
English wardens, and so make peace with
their vassals and with England at once.
Fairest Molinara, I will for once walk by
thy rede, and if thou doest-contrive to ex-
tricate me from this vile kennel, I will so
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celebrate thy wit and beauty, that the Ba-
ker’s nymph of Raphael ¢’Urbino shall seem
but a gypsey in comparison of my Moli
nara.”

¢¢ I pray you, then, be silent,” said the
Miller’s daughter ; ¢ for if your speech be-
trays that you are awake, my scheme fails
utterly, and it is Heaven’s mercy and Our
Lady’s that we are not already overheard
and discovered.”

« I am silent,” replied the Southron,
“ even as the starless night—but yet—if
this contrivance of thine should endanger
thy safety, fair and po less kind than fair
damsel, it were utterly unworthy of me to
accept it at thy hand.”

¢¢ Do not think of me,” said Mysie, has-
tily ; ¢ I am safe—I will take thought for
myself, if ‘I once saw you out of this dan-
gerous dwelling—if you would provide
yourself with any part of your apparel or
goods, lose no time.”

The knight did, however, lose some time,
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ere he could settle in his own mind what
to take and what to abandon of his ward-
robe, each article of which seemed endear-:
ed to him by recollection of the feasts and
revels at which it had been exhibited. For
some little while Mysie left him to make
his selections at leisure, for she herself had
also some preparations to make for flight.
But when, returning from the apartment
into which she had retired, with a small
bundle in her hand, she found him still in-
decisive, she insisted in plain terms, that
he should either make up his baggage for
the enterprize, or give it up entirely. Thus
urged, the disconsolate knight hastily
made up a few clothes into a, bundle, re-
garded his trunk-mails with a mute expres-
sion of parting sorrow, .and intimated his
readiness to wait upon his kind guide.

She led the way to the door of the-apart-
ment, and motioning to the knight to stand
close behind her, tapped once or twice at
the door. She was at length answered by
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Edward Glendinning, who demanded to
know who knocked within, and what was
desired ? -

¢ Speak low,” said. Mys1e Happer, “ or
you will awaken the English knight. It is
I, Mysie Happer, who knock—I wish to
get out—you- have locked me up—and I
was obliged to wait till the Southron slept.”
-« Locked you up !” replied Edward, in
surprise.- .
~ <. Yes,” answered the Miller’s daughter,
s 'you have locked me up into this room—
I was in Mary- Avenel’s sleeping apart-
ment.” .

¢ And can you not remain there txll
morning,” replied Edward, ¢ since it has
so chanced? .~

« What P ‘said the Miller’s daunrhter, in
a tone of offended delicacy, * I remain here
a moment longer than I can get out with-
out dis¢avery?~I would not for all the Ha-
lidome'of St Mary’s, remain a minute longer
in the neighbourhood of a man’s apartment
. than I can help it—For whom, or for what
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do you hold me ? I promise you, my father’s
daughter has been better brought up tham
to put in peril her good name.”
« Come forth then, and get to thy cham-

ber in silence,” said Edward.

- So saying, he undid the bolt. The stair-
case without was in utter darkness,.as Mysie
‘had before ascertained. So soon as she
stept out, she tcok holJd of Edward as if to
" support herself, thus interposing her person
betwixt him and Sir Piercie Shafton, by
‘whom she was closely followed. Thus
screened from observation, the Englishman
slipped past on tiptoe, unshod and in si-
lence, while the damsel complained to Ed-
ward that she wanted a lights . - -

I cannot get you a light,” said he, for :
I cannot leave this post; but there is-fire
below.”

¢ T will sit below till morning,” said the

Maidof the Mill ; and, tripping down stairs,
heard Edward bolt and bar the door of the
now tenantless apartment with vain cau-
tion.
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At the foot of the stair which she de-
_scended, she found the object of her care
waiting her farther directions. She recom-
mended to him the most absolute silence,
which, for once in his life, he seemed not
unwilling to observe, conducted him with
as much caution as if he were walking on
cracked ice, to a dark recess, used for de-
positing wood, and instructed him to en-
sconce himselfbehind the faggots, She her-
self lighted her lamp once more at the kit-
chen.fire, and took her distaff and spindle,
* that she might not seem to be unemployed,
in case any one came into the apartment.
From time to time, however, she stole to-
wards the window on tiptoe, to catch the
first glance of the dawn, for the farther pro-
secution of her adventurous project. At
length she saw, to her great joy, the first
peep of the morning brighten upon the
grey clouds of the east, and clasping her
hands together, thanked Our Lady for the
sight, and implored protection during the
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remainder of her enterprize. - Ere she had
finished her prayer, she started at feeling
a man’s' arm across her shoulder, while a
rough voice spoke in her ear—¢ What !
menseful Mysie of 'the Mill so soon -at her
prayers !—now, benisen on the bonny eyes
that open so early !i~I'll have: a klss for
good morrow’s sake.” ‘

Dan of the Howlet-hirst, for he was the
gallant who paid Mysie this compliment,
suited the action with the word, and the
action, as is usual in such cases of rustic
gallantry, was rewarded with a cuff, which
Dan received as a fine gentleman'receives
a rap with a fan, but which, delivered by
the energetic -arm of the Miller’s maiden,
would have cettdinly astomshed a Iess ro-
bust gallant.: '

-« How- now, Sir Coxcomb!” said she,
¢« and must you be away from your guard
over the English knight, to plague quiet
folks with your horse-tricks !”

¢ Truly you are mistaken, pretty Mysie,”
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said ¢he clown, * for I have not yet relie-
ved Edward at his post; and were it not a
shame tolet him stay any longer, by my
faith, 1 could find it in my heart not to quit
you these two-hours.”
- ¢ O, you have hours and hours enough
to see any one,” said Mysie ; ¢ but you must
think . of the distress of the household even
now, and get Edward to sleep for awhile,
for he hasawaked watch this whole night.”
¢« T will have another Kkiss first,” answer-
ed Dan of the Howlet-hirst.

But Mysie was now on her guard, and,
conscious perhaps .of the vicinity of the
wood-hole, offered .such. strenuous resist-
ance, that:the swain' cursed the nymph’s
bad humour with very unpastoral phrase
and emphasis, and.ran up sstairs to relieve
the guard. of his comrade.. . Stealing to the
doodr,-she-heard. the .new centinel hold a
brief conversation with Edward, after whiclx
the latter withdrew, and the former entered
upon the: duties .of his watch.

Mysie suffered him to walk there a little

D2
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" while undisturbed, until the dawning be-
came more general, by which time she sup-
posed he might have digested her coyness,
and then presenting herself before the
watchful centinel, demanded of him ¢ the
keys of the outer tower, and of the court-
yard gate.”
. ¢ And for what purpose ?” answered the
warder.

¢ To milk the cows, and drive them out
to their pasture,” said Mysie ; ¢ you would
not have the poor beasts kept in the byre
2’ morning, and the family in such distress,
that there is na ane fit to do'a turn but the
byre-woman and myself ?” o

« And where is the byreawoman » saxd
Dan.

¢ Sitting w1th me in the kltcheb in case
these distressed folks want any thing.”

¢ There are the keys then, Mysie Dorts,”
said the centinel.

« Many thanks, Dan Ne’er-do-weel,” an-
- swered the Maid of the Mill, and escaped
down stairs in a moment. ' :
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To hasten to the wood-hole, and there to
robe the English knight in a short-gown
and petticoat, which she had provided for
the purpose, was the work of another mo-
ment. She then undid the gates. of the
tower, and made towards the byre, or cow-
house, which stood in one corner of the
court-yard. Sir Piercie Shafton remon-
strated against the delay which this would
occasion.

« Fair and generous Molinara,” he said,
“were we not better undo the outward gate,
and make the best of our way hence, even
like a pair of sea-mews who make towards
shelter of the rocks as the storm waxes
high #”

¢ We must drive out the cows first,” said
Mysie, ¢ for a sin it were to spoil the poor
widow’s cattle, both for her sake and the
poor beasts’ own ; and I have no mind any
one shall leave the tower in a hurry to fol-
lowus. Besides, you must have your horse,
for you will need a fleet one ere all be done.”

So saying, she locked and double-locked
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both the inward -and outward 'door. of the

tower, proceeded to the cow-house, turned

out the cattle, and giving the knight his

own ‘horse to lead, drove them before her

out at the court-yard gate, intending to re-

turny for her own palfrey. But the noise
attending the first operation caught the

wakeful attention of Edward, who, start- -
ing ‘to the bartizan, called to know what
the matter was?

Mysie answered with great readiness,
that ¢ she was driving out the cows, for
that they would be spoiled for want of
looking to.”

¢¢ I thank thee, kind maiden,” sald Ed-
ward—¢ and yet,” he added, after a mo-
ment’s pause, * what damsel is that thou
hast with thee 2

Mysie was about to answer, when Sir
Piercie Shafton, who did not apparently de- .
sire that the great work of his. liberation
should be executed without the interposi-
tion of his own ingenuity, exclaimed from

beneath, ¢ I am she, O most bucolical ju-
12
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venal, under whose charge is placed the
milky mothers of the herd.”

« Hell and darkness !” exclaimed Edward,
in a transport of fury and astonishment, ¢¢it
is Piercie Shafton—What! treason! trea-
son !—ho !—Dan— Jasper — Martin —the
villain escapes !”

¢ To horse! To horse ” crled Mysie,
and in an instant mounted behind the
knight, who was already in the saddle.

Edward caught up a cross.bow, and let
fly a bolt, which whistled so near Mysie’s
ear, that she called to her companion,—
-« Spur—spur, Sir Knight !—the next will
not miss us.—Had it been Halbert instead
of Edward who bent that bow, we had
been dead.”

The knight pressed his horse, which
dashed past the cows, and down the knoll
on which the tower was situated. Then
taking the road down the valley, the gal-
lant animal, reckless of its double bur-
then, soon conveyed them out of hearing

——n e
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of the tumult and alarm with which their
departure filled the tower of Glendearg.
Thus it strangely happened, that two
men were flyirig in different directions ag
the same time, each accused of being the

ather’s murderer.
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- CHAPTER IV.

Sure he cannot
Be so unmanly as to leave me here ;
_If he do, maids will not so easily
Trust men again.

The Two Noble Kinsmen,

Tae knight continued to keep the good
horse at a pace as quick as the road permit-
ted, until they had cleared the valley of
Glendearg, and entered upon. the broad
dale of the Tweed, which now rolled be-
fore them in crystal beauty, displaying on
its opposite bank the huge grey Monastery
of St Mary’s, whose towers and pinnacles
were scarce yet touched by the newly-risen
sun, so deeply the edifice lies shrouded un-
der the mountains which rise to the south.
ward. '
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Turning to the left, the knight continued
his road down the northern bank of the ri-
ver, until they arrived nearly opposite to {
the weir, or dam-dike, where Father Philip
coacluded his extraordinary aquatic excur-
sion.

Sir Piercie Shafton, whose brain seldom
admitted more than one idea at a time, had
hitherto pushed forward without very dis-
tinctly considering .where he -was going.
But the sight of the Monastery so near to
him, reminded him that he was still on dan-
gerous ground, and that hie must necessarily
provide . for: his safety ' by chusing: seme
settled plan of escape. ‘The situation of his
guide and deliverer also occurred to-him,
for he was far from being either selfish or
ungrateful, . He listened, and discovered
that the Miller's daughter was sobbing and
weeping: bxtterly' a3 shé reétéd»{)er head on
his sheulder.: '

" . ¢ What ails thee,” he sard, “ my genes
rous Molinara ?—is there aught that Piércie
Shafton can do which may shew his grati
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tude to his deliverer ™ Mysie pointed with
her finger across the river, but ventured
not to turn her eyes in- that direction.
“Nay, but speak plain, most generous dam-
sel, for I swear to you that I comprehend
nought by the extension of thy fair digit.”

“ Yonder is' my father’s house;” said My-
" sie, in a voice interrupted by the increased
burst of her sorrow. :

« And I was carrying thee dxscourteously
to a distance from thy habitation ?” said
Shafton, imagining he had found out the
source of her grief. ¢« Woe worth ‘the hour
that Piercie Shafton, in attention to his own
safety, neglected the accommodation of
any female, far less of his most beneficent
liberatrice. Dismount then; O lovely Mo-
linara, unless thou wouldst rather that I
should transport thee on horseback to the
house of thy molendinary father, which, if
thou sayest the word, I am prompt te do
so, defying all darigers which may-arise to
me personally, whether by monk or miller.”

Mysie suppressed her sobs, and with con-
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siderable difficulty muttered her desire to
alight, and take her fortune by herself. Sir
Piercie Shafton, toe devoted a squire of
.dames to consider the most lowly as ex-
empted from a respectful attention, inde-
pendent of the claims which the Millers
maiden possessed over him, dismounted in-
stantly from his horse, and.received in his
arms the poor girl, who still wept bitterly,
and when placed on the ground, seemed
~scarce able to support herself, or at least
still clung, though, as it seemed, uncon-
sciously, to the support he had afforded.
He carried her to a weeping birch-tree,
‘which grew on the green-sward bank around
which the road winded, and, placing her
on the ground beneath it, exhorted her to
compose herself. A strong touch of na-
tural feeling struggled with, and half over-
came his acquired affectation, while he
said, ¢ Credit me, most generous dam-
sel, the service you have done to Piercie
Shafton he would have deemed too dearly
bought, had he foreseen it was to cost yow
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these tearsand singults. Shew me the cause
of your grief, and if I can do aught to re-
move it, believe that the rights you have
acquired over me will make your com-

mands sacred asthose of an empress. Speak,
then, fair Molinara, and command him
whom fortune hath rendered at once your
debtor and your champion. What are your
orders

¢ Only that you will fly and save your-
self,” said Mysie, mustering up her utmost

efforts to utter these few words.

. .

« Yet,” said the knight, ¢“let me not
leave you without some token of remem-
brance.” Mysie would bave said there
needed none, and most truly would she
have spoken, could she have spoken for
weeping. ¢ Piercie Shafton is poor,” he
continued, ¢ but let this chain testify he is
not ungrateful to his deliverer.” :

- He took from his neck the rich cbam
and medallion we have formerly mention-
ed, and put it into the powerless hand of
the poor maiden, who neither received nor

13
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rejected it, but, occupied with more intense
feelings, seemed scai‘ce‘ aware of”what he
was doing. S A
- % We shall meet again;” said Sir' Piercie
Shafton, ¢ at least I trust so; ‘meanwhile,
weep no miore; fair Molmara, an thou lo-
vest me.”" :

 The phrase of conjutation was' but used
as an ordinary common-place expression
of the time, but bore a deeper sense to
poor Mysie's ear. She dried her tears, and
when the knight} in all'kind and: chivalrous
courtesy, stooped toembrace her at their
parting, shie rose:humbly up to réceive the
proffered honour in a posture of more de-
ference,-and'meekly and gratefully aceept-
ed thie offered salute. ‘Sir Piercie Shaftor
mounted. his horse; and’ begaii to side off,
but curiosity, or perhaps a stronger feels
ing, soon induced him to'look: back,- when
he beheld the Millers: daughter staning
still motiotless' on the spot’ where ’Ehéy had
parted; her eyes turned aftét hits, and the
unheedéd’ ¢hain hariging from hér hanid: -
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It was at this moment that a glimpse of
the real state of Mysie’s affections, and of
the motive from which she had acted in the
whole matter, glanced on Sir Piercie Shaf-
ton’s mind. The gallants of that age, dis-
interested, aspiring; and lofty-minded even .
in their coxcombry, were strangers to those
degrading and mischievous pursuits which
are usually termed low amours. They did
not * chase the humble maidens of the
plain,” or degrade their own rank, to de-
prive. rural innoecence of peace and virtue.
It followed, of course, that-as conquests in
this class were no part of their ambition,
they were in most cases: totally overlook-
ed and unsuspected, when they were casu-
ally made. The companion of Astrophel,
and flower of the tilt-yard of Feliciana, had
no more idea that his graces and good parts
could attach the love of Mysie Happer, than
a first-rate beauty in the boxes dreams of the
fatal wound which: her charms may inflict
on some attorney’s romantic apprentice in
the pit. I'suppose, in any ordinary case,
the pride of rank and distinction would have
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pronounced on the humbleadmirerthe doom.
which Beau Fielding ‘denounced against
the whole female world, ¢ Let them look
and die ;” but.the obligations under which
he lay to the enamoured maiden, Miller’s
daughter as she was, preécluded the possi-
bility of Sir Piercie’s treating the matter en
cavalier, and much embarrassed, yet a little
flattered at the same time, he rode back to
try what could be done for the damsel’s re-
lief. : »
- The innate modesty of poor Mysie could
not prevent her shewing too obvious signs
of joy at Sir Piercie Shafton’s return. She
was betrayed by the sparkle of the rekind-
ling eye, and a caress which, however,ti-
midly bestowed, she could not help giving
to the neck of the horse which brought back
the beloved rider.

¢« What farther can I do for you, kind
Molinara?” said Sir Piercie Shafton, himself
hesitating and blushing ; for, to the grace
of Queen Bess's age be it spoken, her
courtiers wore more iron on' their breasts
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than brass on their foreheads, and even
amid their vanities preserved still the de-
caying spirit of chivalry, which inspired of .
yore the very gentle Knight of Chaucer,

¢ Who in his port was modest as a maid.”

Mysie blushed deeply, with her eyes fix-
ed on the ground, and Sir Piercie proceed-
ed in the same tone of embarrgssed kind-
ness. * Are you afraid to return home
alone, my kind Molinara ?—wouldyou that
I should accompany you

« Alas !” said Mysie, looking up, and
her cheek changing from scarlet to pale,
¢« I have no home left.” '

« How ! no home ?’ said Shafton ; « says
my generous Molinara she hath no home,
when yonder stands the house of her father,
and but a crystal stream between ”
© % Alas ! answered the Miller’s maiden,
« I have no longer either home or father.
He is a devoted servant to-the Abbey—I
have offended the Abbot, and if I return
home my father will kill me.” -
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s He dare not injure thee, by heaven !’
said Sir Piercie; ¢ I swear to thee by my
honour and knighthood, that the forces of
my cousin of Northumberland shall lay the
Monastery so flat, that a horse shall not
stumble as he rides over it, if they should
dare to injure a hair of your head. There-
fore be hopeful and content, kind Mysinda,
and know you have obliged one who can
and will avenge the slightest wrong offered
to you.”

He sprung from his horse as he spoke,
and, in the animation of his argument,
grasped the willing hand of Mysie, (or My-

"sinda as he had now. christened her.) He
gazed too.upon full black eyes, fixed upon
bis own with an expression which, however
subdued by maidenly shame, it was impos-
sible to mistake, on cheeks where some-
thing like hope began to restore the natural
colour, and on two lips which, like double
rose-buds, were kept a little apart by ex-
pectation, and shewed within a line of teeth
as white as pearl.  All this was dangerous
to look upon, and Sir Piercie Shafton, after
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repeating with less and less force his re-
quest .that the fair Mysinda would allow
him to carry her to her father’s, ended by
asking the fair Mysinda to go along with
him—s¢ At least,” he added, ¢ until I shall
beable to conduct you to a place of safety.”
Mysie Happer made no answer; but,
blushing scarlet betwixt joy and shame,
mutely expressed her willingness to accom-
pany the Southron Knight, by knitting her
bundle closer, and preparing to resume her
seat en croupe. * And what is your plea-
sure that I should do with this ?” she said,
holding up the chain as if she had been for
the first time aware that it was in her hand.
« Keep it, fairest Mysinda, for my sake,”
said the knight.
“ Not so, sir,” answered Mysie, gravely ;
« the maidens of my country take no such
- gifts from their superiors, and I need no
token to remind me of this morning.”
Most earnestly and courteously did the
knight urge her acceptance of the proposed
guerdon, but on this point Mysie was reso-
VOL. IIL E
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lute ; feeling perhaps, that to accept of any
thing bearing the appearance of reward,
would be to place the service she had ren-
dered him on a mercenary footing. In
short, she would only agree to conceal the
chain, lest it might prove the means of de-
tecting the owner, until Sir Piercie should
be placed in perfect safety.

They mounted and resumed their jour-
ney, of which Mysie, as bold and sharp-
witted in some points as she was simple and
susceptible in others, now took in some
degree the direction, having only enquired
its general destination, and learned that Sir
Piercie Shafton desired to go to Edinburgh,
where he hoped to find friends and protec-
tion. Possessed of this information, Mysie
availed herself of her local knowledge- to
get as soon as possible out of the bounds of
the Halidome, and into those of a temporal
baron, supposed to be addicted to the re-
formed doctrines, and upon whose limits, at
least, she thought their pursuers would not
atteropt to hazard any violence. She was
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not indeed very apprehensive of a pursuit,
reckoning with some confidence that the
inhabitantsof the Tower of Glendearg would
find jt a matter of difficulty to surmount the
obstacles arising from their own bolts and
bars, with which she had carefully secured
them before setting forth on the retreat.
They journeyed on, therefore, in tolerable
security, and Sir Piercie Shafton found lei-
sure toamusethetimeinhigh. flown speeches
and long anecdotesof the court of Feliciana,
to which Mysie bent an ear not a whit less
attentive, that she did not understand one
word out of three which was uttered by her
fellow traveller. She listened, however,
and admired upon trust, as manya vise man
has been contented to treat the conversa-
tion of a handsome but silly mistress, As
for Sir Piercie, he was in his element ; and,
well assured of the interest and full appro-
bation of his auditor, he went on spouting
Euphuism ef more than usual obscurity,
and at more than usual length. Thus pass-
ed the morning, and noon brought them
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within sight of a winding stream, on the
side of which arose am ancient baronial
castle, surrounded by some large trees. At
a small distance from the gate of the man-
sion, extended, as in those days was usual,
a straggling hamlet, having a church in the
centre.

¢ There are two hostelries in this Kirk-
town,” said Mysie, ¢ but the worst is best
for our purpose ; for it stands apart from the
other houses, and I ken the man weel, for
he has dealt with my father for malt.”

Thiscausa scientice,tousealawyer’sphrase,
was ill chosen for Mysie’s purpose ; for Sir
Piercie Shafton had, by dint of his own lo-
quacity, been talking himself all this while
intoahighesteem forhisfellow-traveller,and,
pleased with the gracious reception which
she afiorded to his powers of conversation,
had well nigh forgotten that she was not her-
self one of those high-born beauties of whom
he was recounting so many stories, when
this unlucky speech at once placed the most.
disadvantageous circumstances attending
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her lineage under his immediate recollec-
tion. Hesaid nothinghowever. Whatindeed
could he say? Nothing was so natural as that
‘s miller’s daughter should be acquainted
with publicans who dealt with her father for
malt, and all that was tc be wondered at,
was the concurrence of everts which had
rendered such a female the companion and
guide of Sir Piercie Shafton of Wilverton,
kinsman of the great Earl of Northumber-
land, whom princes and sovereigns them-
selves termed cousin, because of the Piercie
blood.* He felt the disgrace of strolling
through the country with a miller’s maiden
on the crupper behind him, and was even
ungrateful enough to feel some emotions of
shame, when he halted his horse at the door
of the little inn.

But the alert intelligence of Mysie Hap.

* Froissart tells us somewhere (the readers of ro-
mances are indifferent to accurate reference) that the
King of France called one of the Piercies cousin, be-
cause of the blood of Northumberland.
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per spared him farther sense of derogation,
by instantly springing from the’horse, and
cramming the ears of mine host, who came
out with his mouth agape to receive a guest
of the knight’s appearance, with an ima-
gined tale, in which circumstance on cir-
cumstance were huddled so fast, as to
astonish Sir Piercie Shafton, whose own
invention was none of the most brilliant.
She explained to the publican that this
was a great English knight travelling from
the Monastery to the Court of Scotland,
after having paid his vows to Saint Mary,

~and that she had been directed to conduct
~ him so far on the road ; and that Ball, her
palfrey, had fallen by the way, because

he had been over-wrought with carrying
~ home the last melder of corn to the por-
tioner of Langhope ; and that she had turn-
ed in Ball to graze in the Tasker’s park
near Cripplecross, for he had stood as still
as Lot’s wife with very weariness ; and that
the knight had courteously insisted she
should ride behind him, and that she had
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brought him to her kenn’d friend’s hostlery
rather than to proud Peter Peddie’s, who
got his malt at the Mellerstane mills; and
that he must get the best that the house
afforded, and that he must get it ready in
a moment of time, and that she was ready
to help in the kitchen.

All this ran glibly off the tongue without .
pause on the part of Mysie Happer, or
doubt on that of the landlord. The guest’s
horse was conducted to the stable, and he
himself installed in the cleanest corner and
best seat which the place afforded. Mysie,
ever active and officious, was at once enga-
ged in preparing food, in spreading the
table, and in making all the better arrange-
ments which her experience could suggest,
for the honour and comfort of her compa-
nion. He would fain have resisted this ; for
while it was impossible not to be gratified

.with the eager and alert kindness which
was s0 active in his service, he felt an unde-
finable pain in seeing Mysinda engaged in
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thesemenial services, and discharging them,
moreover, as one to whom they were but
too familiar. Yet this jarring feeling was
mixed with, and perhaps balanced by, the
extreme grace with which the neat-hand-
ed maiden executed these tasks, however
mean in themselves, and gave to the wretch-
ed corner of a miserable inn of the pe-
riod, the air of a bower in which an en-
amoured fairy, or at least a shepherdess of
* Arcadia, was displaying, with unavailing
solicitude, her designs on the heart of
some knight, destined by fortune to higher
thoughts, and a more splendid union.

The lightness and grace with which My-
'sie covered the little round table with a
snow-white cloth, and arranged upon it the
hastily-roasted capon, with its accompany-
ing stoup of Bourdeaux, were but plebeian
graces in themselves; but yet there were
very flattering ideas excited by each glance.
She was so very well made, agile at once and
graceful, with her hand and arm as white as
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snow,and her face in which a smile contend-
ed with a blush, and her eyes which looked
ever at Shafton when he looked elsewhere,
and were dropped at once whentheyencoun-
tered his, that she was irresistible. In fine,
the affectionate delicacy of her whole de-
meanour, joined to the promptitude and
boldness she had so lately evinced, tended
to ennoble the services she had rendered,
as if some

sweet engaging Grace
Put on some clothes to come abroad,
And took a waiter’s place.

But, on the other hand, came the damn.
ing reflection, that these duties were not
taught her by Love, to serve the beloved
only, but arose from the ordinary and na-
tural habits of a miller’s daughter, accus-
tomed, doubtless, to render the same ser-
vice to every wealthier churl who frequent.
ed her father’s mill, Thisstopped the mouth
of vanity, and of the love which vanity had

E2 ‘
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been hatching, as effectually as a peck of .
literal flour would have done. .
Amidst this variety of emotions, Sir Pier-
cie Shafton forgot not to ask the object of
them to sit down and partake the good
cheer which she had been so anxious to
provide and to place in order. He ex-
pec ed that this invitation would have
been bashfully perhaps, but certainly most
thankfully, accepted ; but he was partly
flattered, and partly piqued, by the mixture
of deference and resolution with which
Mysie declined his invitation. Immedi-
ately after, she vanished from the apart-
ment, leaving the Euphuist to consider
whether he was most gratified or displeased

by her disappearance.

- In fact, this was a point on which he
would have found it difficult to make up his
mind, had there been any necessity for it.
As there was none, he drank a few cups
of claret, and sang (to himself) a strophe
or two of the canzonettes of the divine As-
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trophel. But in spite both of wine and of
Sir Philip Sidney, the connection in which
he now stood, and that which he was in
future to hold, with the lovely Molinara, or
Mysinda, as he had been pleased to deno-
minate Mysie Happer, recurred to his mind.
The fashion of the times (as we have already
noticed) fortunately coincided with his own
natural generosity of disposition, which in-
deed amounted almost to extravagance, in
prohibiting, as a deadlysin, alikeagainstgal-
lantry, chivalry, and morality, his reward-
ing the good offices he had received from
this poor maiden, by abusing any of the ad-
vantages which her confidence in his ho-
nour had afforded. To do Sir Piercie jus-
tice, it was an idea which never entered into
his head ; and he would probably have dealt
the most scientific imbrocata, stoccata, or
punto reverso, which the school of Vincent
Saviola had taught him, to any man who had
dared to suggest to him such selfish and un-
grateful meanness. On the other hand, he
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was a man, and foresaw various circumstan-
ces which might render their journey toge-
ther in this intimate fashion a scandal and
a snare. Moreover, he was a coxcomb and
a courtier, and felt there was something ri-
diculous in travelling the land with a mil-
ler’s daughter behind his saddle, giving
rise to suspicions not very creditable to
either, and to ludicrous constructions, so
far as he himself was concerned.

¢ I would,” he said half aloud, ¢¢ that,
if such might be done without harm or dis-
credit to the too-ambitious, yet too-well
distinguishing Molinara, she and I were
fairly severed, and bound on our different
courses ; even as we see the goodly vessel
bound for the distant seas hoist sails and
bear away into the deep, while the humble
fly-boat carries to shore those friends, who,
with wounded hearts and watery eyes, have
committed to their higher destinies the
more daring adventurers by whom the fair
frigate is manned.”

He had scarce uttered the wish when it

14
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was gratified; for the host entered to say
that his worshipful knighthood’s horse was
ready to be brought forth as he had desi.
red ; and on his enquiry for ¢ the—the—
damsel—that is—the young woman”——

« Mysie Happer,” said the landlord, “ has
returned to her father’s ; but she bade me
say, you could not miss the road for Edin-
burgh, in respect it was neither far way nor
foul gate.” _

It is seldom we are exactly blessed with
the precise fulfilment of our wishes at the
moment when we utter them ; perhaps be-
cause Heaven wisely withholds what, if
granted, would be often received with in-
gratitude. So atleast it chanced in the pre-
sent instance ; for when mine host said that
Mysie was returned homeward, the knight

" was tempted to reply, with an ejaculation
of surprise and vexation,-and a hasty de-
mand, whither and when she had depart-
ed? The first emotion his prudence sup-
pressed, the second found utterance. /
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« Where is she gane ? said the host, ga-
zing on him, and repeating his question
—< She is gane hame to her father’s, it is
like—and she gaed just when she gave or-
ders about your worship’s horse, and saw it
weel fed, (she might have trusted me, but
millers and millers’ kin think a’ body as
‘thief-like as themselves)an’ she’s three mies
~ on the gate by this time.” '

s¢ Is she gone, then ?” muttered Sir Pnercle,
making two or three hasty strides through
the narrow apartment—<¢ Is she gone ?—
Well, then, let her go. She could have had
but disgrace by abiding by me, and I little
credit by her society. That I should have
thought there was such difficulty in shaking
her off! I warrant she is by this time laugh-
ing with some clown she has encountered ;
and my rich chain will prove a good dowry.
—And ought it not to prove so? and has she
- not deserved it, were it ten times more va-
luable ?¥—Piercie Shafton ! Piercie Shafton !
dost thou grudge thy deliverer the guer-
den she hath so dearly won? The selfish

2
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air of this northern land hath infected thee,
Piercie Shafton, and blighted .the blossoms
of thy generosity, even as it is said to shri-
" vel the flowers of the mulberry.—Yet I
thought,” he added, after a moment’s pause, °
¢t that she would not so easily and volun-
tarily have parted from me. But it skills
“pot thinking of it.—Cast my reckoning,
mine host, and let your groom lead forth
my nag.” '
‘The good host seemed also to have some
mental point to discuss, for he answered
not instantly, debating perhaps whether his
conscience would bear a double charge for
the same guests. Apparently his conscience
replied in the negative, though not with-
out hesitation, for he at length replied—
« It's daffing to lee ; it winna deny that
the lawing is clean paid. Ne’ertheless, if
your worshipful knighthood pleases to give’
aught for increase of trouble”
« How !” said the knight ; « the reckon.
ing paid ? and by whom, I pray you ?”
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« E’en by Mysie Happer, if truth maun
be spoken, as I said before,” answered the
honest landlord, with as many compunc-
tious visitings for telling the verity as an-
other might have felt for making a lie in
the circumstances—¢ And out of the mo-
nies supplied for your honour’s journey by
the Abbot, as she tauld to me. And laith
were I to surcharge any gentleman that
darkens my doors.” He added, in the con-
fidence of honesty which his frank avowal
entitled him to entertain, « Nevertheless,
as I said before, if it pleases your knight-
hood of free good will to consider extra-
ordinary trouble” ——

The knight cut short his argument, by
throwing the landlord a rose-noble, which
probably doubled the value of a Scottish
reckoning, though it would have defrayed
but a half one at the Three Cranes or the
Vintry., The bounty so much delighted
mine host, that he ran to fill the stirrup--
cup (for which no charge was ever made)
from a butt yet charier than that which -
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he had pierced for the former stoup. The
knight paced slowly to horse, partook of
his courtesy, and thanked him with the stiff
condescension of the court of Elizabeth ;
then mounted and followed the northern
path, which was pointed out as the nearest
to Edinburgh, and which, though very un-
like a modern highway, bore yet so distinct
a resemblance to a public and frequented
road as not to be easily mistaken.

-« I shall not need her guidance it seems,”
said he to himself, as he rode slowiy ori-

* ward ; < and I suppose that was one rea-

son of her abrupt departure, so different
from what one might have expected.—
Well, I am well rid of her. Do we not
pray to be liberated from temptation? Yet
that she should have erred so much in es-
timation of her own situation and mine,
as to think of defraying the reckoning! I
would I saw her once more, but to explain
to her the solecism of which her inexpe-
rience hath rendered her guilty. And I
fear,” he added, as he emerged from some
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straggling trees, and looked out upon a
wild moorish country, composed of a suc-
cession of swelling lumpish hills, « I shall
soon want the aid of this Ariadne, who
might afford me a clue through the recesses
of yonder mountainous labyrinth,”

As the knight thus communed with him.
self, his attention was caught by the sound
of a horse’s footsteps ; and a lad, mounted
on a little grey Scottish nag, about fourteen
hands high, coming along a path which led
from behind the trees, joined him on the
high.road, if it could be termed such.

The dress of the lad was completely in
village fashion, yet neat and handsome in
appearance. He had a jerkin of grey cloth
slashed and trimmed, with black hose of the
same, with deer-skin rullions or sandals,
and handsome silver spurs. A cloak of a
dark mulberry colour was closely drawn
round the upper part of his person, and the
cape in part muffled his face, which was
also obscured by his bonnet of black velvet
cloth and its little plume of feathers.
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Sir Piercie Shafton, fond of society, de-
sirous also to have a guide, and, moreover,
prepossessed in favour of so handsome a
youth, failed not to ask him whence he
came, and whither he was going. The
youth looked another way, as he answered,
that he was going to Edinburgh, ¢ to seek
service in some nobleman’s family.”

« I fear me you have run away from your
last master,” said Sir Piercie, ¢ since you
dare not look me in the face while you an-
swer my question.”

¢¢ Indeed, sir, I have not,” answered the
lad bashfully, while, as if with reluctance,
he turned round his face, and instantly with-
drew it. It was a glance, but the discovery
was complete. There was no mistaking
the dark full eye, the cheek in which much
embarrassment could not altogether dis-
guise an expression of comic humour, and’
the whole figure at once betrayed, under
her ‘metamorphosis, the Maid of the Mill.
The recognition was joyful, and Sir Piercie:
Shafton was too much pleased to have re.
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gained his companion to remember the va-
rious good reasons which had consoled him
for losing her.

To his questions respecting her dress,
she answered that she had obtained it in
the town from a friend ; it was the holiday
suit of a son of her’s, who had taken the
field with his liege-lord, the baron of the
land. She had borrowed the suit under
pretence she meant to play in some mum-
ming or rural masquerade. ~She had left,
she said. her own apparel in exchange,
which was better worth ten crowns than
this was worth four.

¢« And the nag, my ingenious Molinara,”
said Sir Piercie, ¢ whenee comes the nag ?*

¢ I borrowed him from our host at the
Gled’s-Nest,” she replied ; and added, half

stifling a laugh, ¢ he has sent to get, in-

stead of it, our Ball, which I left in the
Tasker’s park at Cripplecross. He will be
lucky if he find it there.”

% Bat, then, the poor man will lose his
horse, most argute Mysinda,” said Sir Pier-
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cie Shafton, whose English notions of pro-
perty were a little startled at a mode of .
acquisition more congenial to the ideas of
amiller’s daughter (and he a Border miller
to boot) than with those of an English per-
son of quality.

¢¢ And if he does lose his horse,” said
Mysie, laughing, « surely he is not the first
man on the marches who has had such a
mischance. -But he will be no loser, for I
warrant he will stop the value out of mo-
nies which he has owed my father“this
many a day.”

¢« But then your father will be the loser,”
‘objected yet again the. pertinacious up-
rightness of Sir Piercie Shafton.

¢ What signifies it now to talk of my fa-
ther ?” said the damsel pettishly ; then in-
stantly changing to a tone of deep feeling,
she added, ¢« My father has this day lost
that, which will make him hold light the
loss of all the gear he has left.”

Struck with the accents of remorseful
sorrow in which his companion uttered
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these few words, the English knight felt
himself bound both in honour and con-
science to expostulate with her as strongly
as he could, on the risk of the step which
she had now taken, and on the propriety
of her returning to her father’s house. The
matter of his discourse, though adorned
with many unnecessary flourishes, was ho-
nourable both to his head and heart.

The Maid of the Mill listened to his flow-
ing period with her head sunk on her bo-
som as she rode, like one in deep thought or
deeper sorrow. When he had finished, she
raised up her countenance, looked fullonthe
knight, and replied with great firmness—
¢ If you are weary of my company, Sir
Piercie Shafton, you have but to say so,
and the miller’s daughter will be no farther
* cumber to you. And do not think I will
be a burthen to you, if we travel together
toEdinburgh ; I have wit enough and pride
enough to be a willing burthen to no man.
But if you reject not my company at pre-
sent, and fear not it will be burthensome
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to you hereafter, speak no more to me of
returning back. All that you can say to
me, I have said to myself; and that I am
now here, is a sign that I have said it to no
purpose. Let this subject, therefore, be for
ever ended betwixt us. I have already, in
some small fashion, been useful to you; and
the time may come I may be more so; for
this is not your land of England, where
men say justice is done with little fear or
favour to great and to small. But it is a
land where men do by the strong hand, and
defend by the ready wit, and I know better
than you the perils you are exposed to.”
Sir Piercie Shafton was somewhat mor-
tified to find that the damsel conceived her
presence useful to him as a protectress as
well as guide, and said something of seek-
ing protection from nought save his own
arm and his good sword. Mysie answered
very quietly, that she nothing doubted his
bravery ; but it was that very quality of
bravery which was most likely to involve
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him indanger. Sir Piercie Shafton, whose .
head never kept very long in any continued
train of thinking, acquiesced without much
reply ; resolving in his own mind that
the maiden only used this apology to dis-
guise her real motive of affection to his
person. The romance of the situation flat-
tered his vanity and elevated his imagina-
- tion, as placing him in the situation of one
of those romantic heroes of whom he had
read the histories, where similar transfor-
mations made a distinguished figure.

He took many a side-long glance at his
page, whose habits of country sport and
country exercise had rendered her quite
adequate to sustain the character she had
assumed. She managed the little nag with
dexterity, and even with grace; nordid any
thing appear which could have betrayed
her disguise, excepting when a bashful con-
sciousness of her companion’s eyes being
fixed on her, gave her an appearance of
temporary embarrassment, which greatly
added to her beauty.
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The couple rode forward as in the morn-
ing, pleased with themselves and with each
other, until they arrived at the village where
they were to repose for the night, and
where all the inhabitants of the little inn,
both male and female, joined in extolling
the good grace and handsome countenance
of tge English knight, and the uncommon
beauty of his youthful attendant.

- It was here that Mysie Happer first made
Sic Piercie Shafton sensible of the reserved -
manner in which she proposed to live with
him. She announced him as her master,
and, waiting upon him with the reverend
demeanour of an actual domestic, permit-
ted not the least approach to familiarity,
not even such as the knight might with the
utmost innocence have ventured upon.’ For
example, Sir Piercie, wha, as we know, was
a great connoisseur in dress, was detailing
* to her the advantageous change which he
proposed t0 make in her attire so soen-as
they should reach Edinburgh, by arraying

VOL. 1L F
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her in his own colours of pink and carnation.
Mysie Happer listened with great com.
placency to the unction with which he di-
lated upon welts, laces, slashes, and trim-
mings, until, carried away by the enthusi-
asm with which he was asserting the supe-
* riority of the falling band over the Spanish
ruff, he approached his hand, in the way of
illustration, towards the collar of his page’s
doublet. She instantly stepped back, and
gravely reminded him that she was alone,
and under his protection.

~ « You cannot but remember the cause
which has brought me here,” she continu-
ed ; ¢ make the least approach to any fa-
miliarity, which you would not offer to a
princess surrounded by her court, and you
- have seen the last of the Miller's daughter
—She will vanish as the chaff disappears
- from the shieling-hill,* when the west wind
blows.”

# The place where corn was winnowed, while that
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¢« ] do protest, fair Molinara,” said Sir
Piercie Shafton—but the fair Molinara had
disappeared before his protest could be ut-
tered. ¢ A most singular wench,” said he
to himself ; *and by this hand as discreet
as she is fair-featured—Certes, shame it
were to offer her scathe or dishonour! She
makes similes, too, though somewhat sa-
vouring of her condition. Had she but
read Euphues, and forgotten that accursed
mill and shieling-hill, it is my thought that
her converse would be broidered with as
many and as choice pearls of compliment,
. as that of the most rhetorical lady in the
Court of Feliciana. I trust she means to
return to bear me company.”

But that was no part of Mysie’s pruden-
tial scheme. It was then drawing to dusk,
and he saw her not again until the next
morning, when the horses were brought to

operation was perfornied by the hand, was called in
Scotland the Sheiling-hill.
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the door that they might prosecute their
journey.

But our story here necessarily leaves the
English knight and his page, to return to
the tower of Glendearg.



THE MONASTERY. 125

CHAPTER V.

You cull it an ill angel—it nay be so0;
But sure I am, among the ranks which fell,
*Tis the first fiend ere counsell’d man to rise,
And win the bliss himself had forfeited.
Oid Play

WE must resume our narrative at the
period when Mary Avenel was convey-
ed to the apartment which had been for-
merly occupied by the two Glendinnings,
and when her faithful ‘attendant Tibbie
had exhausted herself in useless attempts
to compose and to comfort her. Tather
Eustace also dealt forth with well-meant
kindness those apothegms and dogmata of
consolation, which friendship almost al-
ways offers to grief, though they are uni-
formly offered in vain. She was at length

——

————
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left to indulge in the desolation of her own
sorrowful feelings. She felt as those, who,
loving for the first time, have lost what they
loved, before time and repeated calamity
have taught them that every loss is to a cer-
tain extent reparable or endurable.

Such grief may be conceived better than -

it can be described, as is well known to
those who have experienced it. But Mary
Avenel had been taught by the peculiarity
of her situation, to regard herself as the
Child of Destiny; and the melancholy
and reflecting turn of her disposition gave
to her sorrows a depth and breadth pecu-
liar to her character. The grave—and it
was a bloody grave—had closed, as she
supposed, over the youth to whom she was
secretly, but most warmly attached ; the
force and ardour of Halbert’s character
bearing a sin‘gﬁ}ar correspondence to the
energy of which her own was capable. Her
sorrow did not exhaust itself in sighs or in
tears, but when the first shock had passed

L
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away, collected itself with deep and steady
meditation, to collect and calculate, like a
bankrupt debtor, the full amount of her
loss. It seemed as if all that connected
her with earth, had vanished with this bro-
ken tie. She had never dared to anticipate
the probability of an ultimate union with
Halbert, yet now his supposed fall seemed
that of the only tree which was to shelter
her from the storm. She respected the
more gentle character, and more peaceful
attainments of the younger Glendinning ;
but it had not escaped her (what never in-
" deed escaped woman in such circum-
stances,) that he was disposed to place
himself in competition with what she, the
daughter of a proud and warlike race,
deemed the more manly qualities of his el-
der brother ; and there is no time when a
woman does so little justice to the charac-
ter of a surviving lover, as when comparing
him with the preferred rival of whom she
has been recently deprived.

*
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The motherly, but coarse kindness of
DameGlendinning,andthe doating fondness
of her old domestic, seemed now the only
kind feelings of which she formed the ob-
Ject; and she could not but reflect how lit-
tle these were to be compared with the de-
voted attachment of a high-souled youth,
whom the least glance of her eye could
command, as the high-mettled steed is go-
verned by the bridle of the rider. It was
when plunged among these desolating re-
flections, that Mary Avenel felt the void of
mind, arising from the narrow and bigotted
ignorance in which Rome then educated
the children of her church. Their whole
religion was a ritual, and their prayers were
the formal iteration of unknown words,
which, in the hour of affliction, could yield
but little consolation to those who from ha-
bit resorted to them. Unused to the prac-
tice of mental devotion, and of personal ap-
proach to the Divine Presence by prayer,
she could not help exclaiming in her dis
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ti'e'ss, ¢ There is no aid for me on earth,
and I know not how to ask it from hea-
ven !” -

As she spoke thus in her agony of sor-
row, she cast her eyes into the apartment,
and saw the mysterious Spirit, which wait-
ed upon the fortunes of her house, stand-
ing in the moonlight in the midst of the
room, The same form, as the reader knows,
bad more than once offered itself to her
sight; and either her native boldness of
mind or some peculiarity attached to her
from her birth, made her now look upon it
without shrinking. But the White Lady
of Avenel was now more distinctly visible,
and more closely present than she had ever
before seemed to be, and Mary was appal-
led by her presence. She would, however,
have spoken ; but there ran a tradition, that
though others who had seen the White
Lady had asked questions and received an.
swers, yet those of the house of Avenel
who had ventured to speak to her, had ne-
- F 2
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ver long survived the colloquy. The fi-
gure besides, as, sitting up in her bed, Mary
Avenel gazed on it intently, seemed by her
gestures to caution her to keep silence, and
at the same time to bespeak attention.

The White Lady then seemed to press
one of the planks of the floor with her foot,
while, in her usual low, melancholy, and
musical chaunt, she repeated the following
verses :

« Maiden, whose sorrows wail the Living Dead,
Whose eyes shall commune with the Dead Alive, -
Maiden, attend ! Beneath my foot lies hid
The Word, the Law, the Path, which thou dost strive
To find, and canst not find.—Could Spirits shed
Tears for their lot, it were my lot to weep,
Shewing the road which I shall never tread,
Though my foot points it—Sleep, eternal sleep,
Dark, long, and cold forgetfulness my lot ! —
But do not thou at human ills repine,
Secure there lies full guerdon in this spot
For all the woes that wait frail Adam’s line—
Stoop then and make it your's,—I may not make it
mine!” :

The phantom stooped towards the floor
as she concluded, as if with the purpose of
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laying her hand on the board on which she
stood. But ere she had completed that
gesture, her form became indistinct, was
presently only like the shade of a fleecy
cloud, which passed betwixt earth and the
moon, and was presently altogether invisi-
ble. B
A strong impression of fear, the first
which she had experienced in her life to
any agitating extent, seized upon the mind
of Mary Avenel, and for a minute she felt
a disposition to faint. She repelled it, how-
ever, mustered her courage, and addressed
herself to saints and angels, as her church
recommended. Broken slumbers at length
stole on her exhausted mind and frame, and
she slept until the dawn was about to arise,
whenshe wasawakened by thecry of ¢Trea.
son ! treason ! follow, follow ! which arose
in the tower, when it was found that Pier-
cie Shafton had made his escape.
Apprehensive of some new misfortune,’
Mary Avenel hastily arranged the dress
which she had not laid aside, and venturing
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to quither chamber, learned from Tibb, who,
with her grey hairs dishevelled like those
of a sybil, was flying from room to room,
that the bloody Southron villain had made
his escape, and that Halbert Glendinning,
poor bairn, would sleep unrevenged and un-
quiet in his bloody grave. In the under
apartments, the young men were roaring
like thunder, and venting in oaths and ex-
clamations against the fugitives the rage
which they experienced in finding them-
selves locked up within the tower, and de-
barred from their vindictive pursuit by the
wily precautions of Mysie Happer. The
authoritative voice of the Sub-Prior com-
manding silence wasnextheard ; upon which
Mary Avenel, whose tone of feeling did not
lead her to enter into counsel or society
with the rest of the party, again retired to
her solitary chamber.

The rest of the family held counsel in the
spence, Edward almast beside himself with
anger, and the Syb-Prior himself not a little.
offended at the effrontery of Mysie Happer
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in attempting such a scheme, as well as at
the mingled boldness and dexterity with
which it had been executed. But neither
surprise nor anger availed aught. The win.
dows, well secured with iron bars for keep-
ing assailants out, proved now as effectual
for detaining the inhabitants within. The
battlements were open indeed, but with-
out ladder or ropes to act as a substitute
for wings, there was no possibility of de-
scending from them. They easily suc-
ceeded in alarming the inhabitants of the
cottages beyond the precincts of the court ;
but the men had been called in to strength-
en the guard for the night, and only wo-
men and children remained, who could con-
tribute nothing in the emergency, except
their useless exclamations of surprise, and
there were no neighbours for miles around.
Dame Elspeth, however, though drowned in
tears, was not so unmindful of external af.
fairs but what she could find voice enough
to tell the women and children without, to
“leave their skirling, and look after the
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seven-cows that she couldna get minded,
what wi’ the awfu’ distraction of her mind,
what wi’ that fause slut having locked them
up in their ain tower as fast as if they had
been in the Jeddart tolbooth.” '
Meanwhile, the men finding other modes
of exit impossible, unanimously concluded
to force the doors with such tools as the
house afforded for the purpose. These were
not very proper for the occasion, and the
strength of the doors was great. The inte-
rior one, formed of oak, occupied them for
three mortal hours, and there was little
prospect of the iron door being forced in
double the time.
 While they 'were engaged in this ungrate-
ful toil, Mary Avenel had with much less
labour acquired exact knowledge of what
theSpirithad intimated in her mystic rhyme.
On examining the spot which the phantom.
had indicated by her gestures, it was not
difficult to discover that a board had been
loosened, which might be raised at plea-
sure. On removing this piece of plank,
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Mary Avenel was astonished to find the
Black Book, well remembered by her as-
her mother’s favourite study, of which she
immediately took possession, with as much
joy as her present situation rendered her
capable of feeling.

Ignorant in a great measure of its con-
tents, Mary Avenel had been taught from
her infancy to hold this volume in sacred ve-
neration. It is probable that the deceased
Lady of Walter Avenel only postponed ini-
tiating her daughter intothe mysteries of the
Divine Word, until she should be better able
to comprehend both the lessons which it
taught, and the risk at which, in these times,
they were studied. Death interposed, and
removed her before the times became fa-
vourable to the reformers, and before her
daughter was so far advanced in age as to be
fit to receive religiousinstructionof thisdeep -
import. But the affectionate mother had
made preparations for the earthly work
which she had most at heart. There were
slips of paper inserted in the work, in which,
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by an appeal to, and a comparison of vari-
ous passages in holy writ, the errors and hu-
man inventions with which the Church of
Rome had defaced the simple edifice of
Christianity, as erected by its divine archi-
tect, were pointed out. These controver-
sial topics were treated with a spirit of calm-
ness and christian charity, whichmight have
been an example to the theologians of the
period ; but they were clearly, fairly, and
plainlyargued, and supported by the neces-
sary proofs and references. Other papers
there were which had no reference whatso-
ever to polemics, but were the simple effu-
sions of a devout mind communing with it-
self. Among these was one frequently
used, as it seemed from the state of the ma-
nuscript, on which the mother of Mary had
transcribed and placed together those af-
fecting texts to which the heart has re-,
course in affliction, and which assures us at
once of the sympathy and protection afford-
ed to the children of the promise. In Mary

Avenel’s state of mind, these attracted her
: 3
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above all the other lessons, which, coming
from a hand so dear, had reached her at a
time so critical, and in a manner so touch-
ing. She read the affecting promise, ¢ I
will never leave thee nor forsake thee,” and
the consoling exhortation, « Call upon me
inthe day of trouble,and I willdeliver thee.”
She read them, and her heart acquiesced in
the conclusion, Surely this is the word of
God.

There are those to whom a sense of reli-
gion has come in storm and tempest ; there
are those whom it hassummoned amidscenes
of revelry and idle vanity ; there are those,
too, who have heard its ¢¢ still small voice”
amid rural leisure and placid contentment.
But perhaps the knowledge which causeth
not to err, is most frequently impressed
upon the mind during seasons of affliction ;
and tears are the softened showers which
cause the seed of heaven to spring and take
root in the human breast. At least it was
thus with Mary Avenel. She was insensible
to the discordant noise which rang below,
the clang of bars and the jarring symphony
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of the levers which they used to force them,
the measured shouts of the labouring in-
mates as they combined their strength for
each heave, and gave time with their voices
to the exertion of their arms, and their
deeply muttered vows of revenge on the
fugitives who had bequeathed them at their
departure a task so toilsome and difficult.
Not all this din, combined in hideous con-
cert, and expressive of aught but peace,
love, and forgiveness, could divert Mary
Avenel from the new course of study on
which she had so singularly entered. ¢ The
serenity of heaven,” she said, «is above
me ; the sounds which are around are but
those of earth and earthly passion.”
Meanwhile the noon was passed, and little
impression was made onthe iron grate, when
they who laboured at it received a sudden
reinforcement by the unexpected arrival of
Christie of the Clinthill. He came at the
head of a small party, consisting of four
horsemen, who bore in their caps the sprig
of holly, which was the badge of Avenel.
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“ What, ho !—my masters,” he said, ¢ I
bring you a prisoner.” .

“ You had better have brought us liber-
ty,” said Dan of the Howlet-hirst.

Christie- looked at the state of affairs
with great surprise. ¢ An I were to be
hanged for it,” he said, ¢ as I may for as
little a matter, I could not forbear laughing
at seeing men peeping through their own
bars like so many rats in a rat-trap, and he
with the beard behind, like the oldest ratin
the cellar.”

« Hush, thou unmannered knave,” said
Edward, ¢ it is the Sub-Prior, and this is
neither time, place, nor company, for your
ruffian jests.”

¢ What ho! is my young master mala-
pert?” said Christie ; « why, man, were he
~ my own carnal father, instead of being fa-
ther to half the world, I would have my
laugh out. And now it is over, I must assist
you I reckon, for you are setting very green-
ly about this gear—put the pinch nearer
the staple, man, and hand me an iron crow
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through the grate, for that’s the fowl to fly
away with a wicket on itsshoulders. I have
broke into as many grates as you have teeth
in your young head—ay and broke out of
them too, as the captain of the Castle of
Lochmaben knows full well.”

Christie did not boast more skill than he
really possessed ; for, applying their combi-
ned strength, under the direction of that
experienced engineer, bolt and staple gave
way before them, and in less than half an
hour, the grate, which had so long repelled
their force, stood open before them.

¢ And now,” said Edward, ¢ to horse, my
mates, and pursue the villain Shafton!”

«¢ Halt there,” said Christie of the Clint-
hill; ¢¢ pursue your guest, my master’s friend
and my own ?—there go two words to that
bargain. What the foul fiend would you
pursue him for

¢¢ Let me pass,” said Edward, vehement-
ly, ¢ I will be staid by no'man—the villain
has murdered my brother.”

¢ What says he ?” said Christie, turning
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' to the others ; *“ murdered'? who is murder-
* ed, and by whom ?”

« The Englishman, Sir Piercie Shafton,”
said Dan of'the Howlet-hirst, ¢¢ has murder-
ed young Halbert Glendinning yesterday
morning, and we are all risen to the fray.”

« Jtis a bedlam business, I think,” said
Christie. « Here I find you all locked up
in your own tower, and I find it is to pre-
vent you revenging a murder that was never
committed !”

“I tell you,” said Edward, ¢ that my
brother was slain and buried yesterday
morning by this false Englishman.”

* And I tell you,” answered Christie,
“that I saw him alive and well last night.
I'would I knew his trick of getting out of
the grave ; most men find it more hard to
break through a green sod than a grated
door.”

Every body now paused, and looked on
Christie 'in astonishment, until the Sub-
Prior, who had hitherto avoided communi-
cation with him, came up and required
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earnestly to know, whether he meant really
to maintain that Halbert Glendinning
lived. '

« Father,” he said, with more respect than
he usually shewed to any one save his mas-
ter, ¢ I confess I may sometimes jest with
those of your coat, but not with you ; be-
cause, as you may partly recollect, I owe
you a life. It is certain as the sun is in
heaven, that Halbert Glendinning supped
at the house of my master the Baron of
Avenel last night, and that he came thither
in company with an old man, of whom
more anon,”

- ¢ And where is he now

. ¢ The devil only can answer that ques-
tion,” replied Christie, ¢ for the devil has
possessed the whole family I think. He
took fright, the foolish lad, at something or
other which our Baron did in his moody
humour, and so he jumped into the lake
and swam ashore like a wild-duck. Robin
of Redcastle spoiled a good gelding in
chasing him this morning.”
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¢ And why did he chase the youth?”
said the Sub-Prior; ¢ what harm had he
done ‘

« None that I know of,” said Christie ;
“ but such was the Baron’s order, being in
his mood, and all the world having gone
mad, as I have said before.”

¢« Whither away so fast, Edward ?” said
the Monk.

«To Corri-nan-shian, Father, ¢¢ answer-
ed the youth, ¢ Martin and Dan, take pick-
axe and mattock, and follow me if you be
men.” -

« Right,” said the Monk, ¢ and fail not
to give us instant notice what you find.”

« If you find aught there like Halbert
Glendinning,” said Christie, hallooing af-
ter Edward, « I will be bound to eat him
unsalted.—Tis a sight to see now how that
fellow takes the bent !—It is in the time
of action men see what lads are made of.
Halbert was aye skipping up and down
like a roe, and his brother used to sit in
-the chimney-nook with his book and sic likg

4
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trash—But the lad was like a loaded hack-
but, which will stand in the caorner as quiet
as an old crutch until ye draw the trig-
ger, and then there is nothing but flash and
smoke.—But here comes my prisoner ; and,
setting other matters aside, I must pray a
word with you, Sir Sub-Prior, respecting
him. I came on before to treat about him,
but I was interrupted with this fasherie.”

As he spoke, two more of Avenels
troopers rode into the court-yard, leading
betwixt them a horse, on which, with his
hands bound to his side, sate the reformed
preacher, Henry Warden.
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CHAPTER VL

At school I knew him—a sharp-witted youth,
Grave, thoughtful, and reserved amongst his mates,
Turning the hours of sport and food to labour,
Starving his body to inform his mind.

Old Play.

Tue Sub-Prior, upon the Borderer's re-
quest, had not failed to return into the
tower, into which he was followed by Chris-
tie of the Clinthill, who, shutting the door
of the apartment, drew near and began his
discourse with great confidence and famili.
arity.

-« My master,” he said, ¢ sends me with
his commendations to you, Sir Sub-Prior,
above all the community of Saint Mary’s,
and more specially than even to the Abbot
himself ; for though he be termed my lord,

“YOL. 1L G
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and so forth, all the world knows that you
are the tongue of the trump.”

« If you have aught to say to me con-
cerning the community,” said the Sub-
Prior, « it were well you proceeded in it
without farther delay. Time presses, and
the fate of young -Glendinning dwells on
my mind.”

¢ ] will be cautlon for him, body for
body,” said Christie. ¢ I do protest to.you,

“as sure as I am a living man, so surely is he
one.”

v Should I not tell his unhappy mo-
ther the joyful tidings ?” said Father Eus.
tace,—*¢and yet better wait till they return
from searching the grave. Well, Sir Jack-
man, your message to me from your mas.
ter

¢ My lord and master,” said Christie,
¢ hath good reason to believe that, from
the information of certain back.friends,
whom he will reward at more leisure, your
reverend community hath been led to deem
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him ill attached to Holy Church, allied with
heretics and those who favour heresy, and
a hungerer after the spoils of your Abbey.”

¢¢ Be brief, good hench-man,” said the
Sub-Prior, ¢ for the devil is ever most to
be feared when he preacheth.”

¢¢ Briefly, then—my master desires your
friendship ; and to excuse himself from the
maligners’ calumnies, he sends to your Ab-
bot that Henary Warden, whose sermons
have turned the world upside down, to be
dealt with as Holy Church directs, and as
the Abbot’s pleasure may determine.”

The Sub-Prior’s eyes sparkled at the intel-
ligence, for it had been accounted a matter
of great importance that this man should
be arrested, possessed, as he was known to
be, of so much zeal and popularity, that
scarce the preaching of Knox himself had
béen more awakening to the people, and
more formidable to the Church of Rome.

In fact, that ancient system, which so
well accommodated its doctrines: to the
wants and wishes of a barbarous age, had,’

7
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since the art of printing, and the gradual
diffusion of knowledge, lain floating many
a rood like some huge Leviathan, into
which ten thousand reforming fishers were
darting their harpoons. The Roman Church
. of Scotland, in particular, was at her last
gasp, actually blowing blood and water, yet
still with unremitted, though animal exer-
tions, maintaining the conflict with the as.
* sailants, who on every side were plunging
their weapons into her bulky body. In many
large towns, the monasteries had been sup-
pressed by the fury of the populace; in other
places, their possessions had been usurp.
ed by the power of the reformed nobles;
but still the hierarchy made a part of the
common law of the realm, and might claim
both its property and privileges wherever it
had the means of asserting them. The
Community of Saint Mary’s of Kennaquhair
was considered as being particularly in this
situation. ‘They had retained, undiminish.
ed, their territorial power and influence ;
and the great barons in the neighbourhood,
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partly from their attachment to the party
1in the state who yet upheld the old system
of religion, partly because each grudged
the share of the prey which the others must
necessarily claim, had as yet abstained from
despoiling the Halidome. The Community
were also understood to be protected by the’
powerful Earls of Northumberland and
" Westmoreland, whose zealous attachment
to the Catholic faith caused at a later pe-'
riod the great rebellion "of the tenth of Eli-
zabeth.
~ Thus happily placed, it was supposed by
the friends of the decaying cause of the Ro-
man Catholic faith, that some determined
example of courage and resolution, exerci--
sed where the franchises of the church were
yet entire, and her jurisdiction undisputed,
might awe the progress of the new opinions
into inactivity ; and, protected by the laws
which still existed, and by the favour of
the sovereign, might be the means of secu-
ring ‘the territory which Rome yet preser-
ved in Scotland, and perhaps of recovering
that which she had lost.
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The matter had been considered more
than once by the northern Catholics of Scot-
land, and they had held communication with
those of the south. Father Eustace, devo-
ted by his public and private vows, had
caught the flame, and had eagerly advised
that they should execute the doom of he-
resy on the first reformed preacher, or, ac-
cording to his sense, on the first heretic of
eminence, who should venture within the
precincts of the Halidome. A heart, natu-
rally kind and noble, was, in this instance,
as it has been in many more, deceived by
its own generosity. Father Eustace would
have been a bad administrator of the inqui-
sitorial power in Spain, where that power
- was omnipotent, and where judgment was
exercised without danger to those who in-
flicted it. In such a situation his rigour
might have relented in favour of the cri-
minal, whom it was at his pleasure to crush
or to place at freedom. But in Scotland,
during this crisis, the case was entirely
different. The question was, whether ane
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of the spirituality dared, at the hazard of
his own life, step forward to assert and ex-
ercise the rights of the church. Was there
any one who would venture to wield the
thunder in her cause, or must it remain like
that in the hand of a pginted Jupiter, the
object of derision instead of terror? The-
crisis was calculated to awake the soul of™
Eustace, for it comprized the question, whe-
ther he dared, at all hazards to himself, to
execute with stoical severity a measure
which, according to the general opinion,
was to be advantageous to the church, and,
according to ancient law, and to his firm be-
lief, was not only justifiable but meritorious.
‘While such resolutions were agitated
amongst the catholics, chance placed a vic-
tim within their grasp. Henry Warden had,
with the animation proper to the enthusi-
astic reformers of the age, transgressed, in
the vehemence of his zeal, the bounds of
the discretional liberty allowed to his sect
so far, that it was thought the Queen’s per-
sonal dignity was concerned in bringing

I T
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him to justice. He fled from Edinburgh,
with recommendations, however, from Lord
James Stewart, afterwards the celebrated
Earl of Murray, to some of the Border
chieftains of inferior rank, who were pri-
vately conjured to procure him safe pas-
sage into England. One of the principal
to whom such recommendation was ad-
dressed, was Julian Avenel, for as yet, and
for a considerable time afterwards, the cor-
respondence and interest of Lord James lay
rather with the subordinate leaders than
with the chiefs of great power, and men of
distinguishedinfluenceupon the Border. Ju-
lian Avenel had intrigued without scruple
with both parties—yet bad as he was, he
certainly would not have practised aught
against the guest whom Lord James had
recommended to his hospitality, had it not
been for what he termed the preacher’s of-
ficious intermeddling in his family affairs.
But when he had determined to make War-
den rue the lecture he had read him, and
~ the scene of public scandal which he had
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caused in his hall, Julian resolved, with the
constitutional shrewdness of his disposition,
to combine his vengeance with his interest,
And therefore, instead of doing violence .
on the person of Henry Warden within
his own castle, he determined to deliver
him up to the Community of Saint Mary’s,
and at once make them the instruments of
his own revenge, and found a claim of per-
sonal recompence either in money, or in a
grant of Abbey-lands at a low quit-rent,
which last began now to be the established
form in which the temporal nobles plunder.
ed the spirituality. '
The Sub-Prior, therefore, of Saint Mary’s
unexpectedly saw the stedfast, active, and
_inflexible enemy of the church delivered
into his hand, and felt himself called upon
to make good his promises to the friends
of the catholic faith, by quenching heresy
in the blood of one of its most zealous pro-*
fessors.
To the honour more of Father Eustace’s
G2
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heart than of his consistency, the commu.
nication that Henry Warden was placed
within his power, struck him with more
sorrow than triumph ; but his next feelings
- were those of exultation. ¢ It is sad,” he
said to himself, ¢¢ to cause human suffering,
itis awful to cause human blood be spilled ;
but the judge to whom the sword of Saint
Paul, as well as the keys of Saint Peter,
are confided, must not flinch from his task.
Our weapon returns into our own bosom,
if not wielded with a steady and unrelent.
ing hand against the irreconcileable ene-
mies of the Holy Church. Pereatiste! It
is the doom he has incurred, and were all
the heretics in Scotland armed and at his
back, they should not prevert its being pro-
nounced, and, if possible, enforced.—Bring
the beretic before me,” he said, issuing his
commands aloud, and in a tone of autho-
Tity. :

Henry Warden was led in, his hands still
bound, but his feet at liberty.




THE MONASTERY. 155

¢¢ Clear the apartment,” said the Sub-
Prior, ¢ of all but the necessary guard on
the prisoner.”

"All retired excepting Christie of the
Clinthill, who, having dismissed the infe-
rior troopers whom he commanded, un.
sheathed his sword, and placed himself be-
side the door, as if taking upon him the
character of centinel. ,

The judge and the accused met face to
face, but in that of both was enthroned the
noble confidence of rectitude. ‘The Monk
was about, at the utmost risk to himself
and his community, to exercise what in his
ignorance he conceived to be his duty.
The preacher, actuated by a better inform-

_ed, yet not a more ardent zeal, was prompt
to submit to execution for God’s sake, and
to seal, were it necessary, his mission with
his blood. Placed at such a distance of
time as better enables us to appreciate the
tendency of the principles on which they
severally acted, we cannot doubt to which
the palm ought to be awarded. But the
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zeal of Father Eustace was as free from
passion and personal views as if it had been
exerted in a better cause,

They approached each other, armed each
and prepared for intellectual conflict, and
perusing each other with their eyes, as if
either hoped to spy out some defect, some
chasm in the armour of his antagonist.
As they gazed on each other, old recol-
~ lections began to awake in either bosom,
at the sight of features long unseen and
much altered, but not forgotten. The brow
of the Sub-Prior dismissed by degrees its
frown of command, the look of calm yet
stern defiance gradually vanished from that
of Warden, and both lost for an instant
that of gloomy solemnity. They had been
ancient and intimate friends in youth at a
foreign university, but had been long sepa-
‘rated from each other ; and the change of
name, which the preacher had adopted
from motives of safety, and the Monk from
the common custom of the convent, had
prevented the possibility of their hitherto
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recognizing-each other in the opposite parts
which they had been playing in the great
polemical and political drama. But now
the Sub.Prior exclaimed, ¢ Henry Well-
wood !” and the preacher replied, « William
Allan ”—and, stirred by the old familiar
names, and never-to-be-forgotten recollec-
tions of college studies and college inti-
macy, their hands were for a moment lock-
ed in each other.

¢« Remove his bonds,” said the Sub-Prior,
and assisted Christie in performing that of-
fice with his own hands, although the pri-
soner scarcely would consent to be un-
bound, repeating with emphasis, that he
rejoiced in the cause for which he suffered
shame. When his hands were at liberty,
however, he shewed his sense of the kind-
ness by again exchanging a grasp and a
look of kindness with the Sub-Prior.

'The salute was frank and generous on
either side, yet it was but the friendly re.
cognition and greeting which is wont: to
take place betwixt adverse champions, who
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do nothing in hate but all in honour. As
each felt the pressure of the situation in
which they stood, he quitted the grasp of the
other’s hand, and fell back, confronting each
other with looks more calm and sorrowful
than expressive of any other passion. The
Sub-Prior was the first to speak. ¢ And is
this then the end of that restless activity of
mind, that bold and indefatigable love of

truth that urged investigation te its utmost -

limits, and seemed to take heaven itself by
storm—is this the termination of Well-
wood’s career ?— And having known and
loved him during the best years of our
youth, do we meet in our old age as judge
and criminal ?”

¢ Not as judge and criminal,” said Henry
Warden, for to avoid confusion we describe
him by his later name—* Not as judge and
criminal do we meet, but as a raisguided
oppressor and his ready and devoted vic-
tim. I, too, may ask, are these the harvest
of the rich hopes excited by the classical
learning, acute logical powe&s, and varied
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knowledge of William Allan, that he should
sink tobe the solitary drone of a cell, graced
only above the swarm with the high com-
mission of executing Roman malice on all
who oppose her ?”

« Not to thee,” answered the Sub.Prior,
« be assured—not unto thee, nor unto mor-
tal man, will I render an account of the
power with which the church may have
invested me. It was granted but as a de-
posit for her welfare—for her welfare it
shall at every risk be exercised, without
fear and without favour.”

¢ I expected no less from your misguid-
ed zeal,” answered the preacher; « and in
me have you met one on whom you may
fearlessly exercise your authority, secure
that his mind at least will defy your in.
fluence, as the snows of that Mount Blanc
which we saw together, shrink not under
the heat of the summer sun.”

«I do believe thee,” said the Sub-Prior,
« I do believe that thine is indeed metal
unmalleable by force, Let it yield then-to
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persuasion. Let us debate these matters
of faith, as we once were wont to conduct
our scholastic disputes, when hours, nay
days, glided past in the mutual exercise of
our intellectual powers. It may be thou
may’st yet hear the voice of the shepherd,
and return to the universal fold.”

« No, Allan,” replied the prisoner, ¢ this
is no vain question, devised by dreaming
scholiasts, on which they may whet their
intellectual faculties until the very metal
be wasted away. The errors which I com-
bat are like those fiends which are only cast
out by fasting and prayer. Alas! not many
- wise, not many learned are chosen; the
cottage and the hamlet shall in cur days
bear witness against. the schools and their
disciples. Thy very wisdom, which is fool-
ishness, hath made thee, as the Greeks of
old, hold as foolishness that which is t_he
only true wisdom.” - '

¢ This,” said the Sub-Prior, sternly, « is
the mere cant of ignorant enthusiasm,
which appealeth from learning and from
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authority, from the sure guidance of that
lamp which God hath afforded us in the
Councils and in the Fathers of the Church,
to a rash, self-willed, and arbitrary inter-
pretation of the Scriptures, wrested ac-
cording to the private opinion of each spe-
culating heretic.” |

¢« I disdain to reply to the charge,” re-
plied Warden. ¢ The question at issue be-
tween your church and mine, is, whether
we will be judged by the Holy Scriptures,
or by the devices and decisions of men not
less subject to error than ourselves, and
who have defaced our holy religion with
vain devices, reared up idols of stone and
wood, in form of those, who, when they li-
ved, weére but sinful creatures, to share the
worship due only to the Creator—esta-
blished a toll-house betwixt heaven and
hell, that profitable purgatory of which the
Pope keeps the keys, like an iniquitous
judge commutes punishment for bribes,
and”’ - s o
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« Silence, blasphemer,” said the Sub-
Prior, stefnly, ¢ or I will have thy blatant
obloquy stopped with a gag.”

 Ay,” replied Warden, * such is the
freedom of the Christian conference to
which Rome’s priests so kindly invite us—
the gag—the rack—the axe is the wltima
ratio Rome. But know thou, mine ancient
friend, that the character of thy former
companion is not so changed by age, but
what he still dares to endure for the cause
* of truth all that thy proud hierarchy shall
dare to inflict,”

¢t Of that,” said the Monk, ¢ I nothing
doubt—Thou wert ever a lion to turn
against the spear of the hunter, not a stag
to be dismayed at the sound of his bugle.*
—He walked through the room in silence.
¢ Wellwood,” he said at length; “ we can
no longer be friends. Our faith, our hope,
our anchor on futurity, is no longer the
same.” : ,
« Deep is my sorrow that thou speakest.
truth. May God so judge me,” said the

 ————3 - e e e . e e e S
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Reformer, * as I would buy the conversion
of a soul like thine with my dearest heart’s
blood.”

¢¢ To thee, and with better reason, do I
return the wish,” replied the Sub.Prior;
“ 1t is such an arm as thine that should de-
fend the bulwarks of the church, and it is
now directing the battering-ram against
them, and rendering practicable the breach
through which all that is greedy, and all
that is base, and all that is mutable and
het-headed in this innovating age, already
hope to advance to destruction and to spoil.
But since such is our fate, that we can no
longer fight side by side as friends, let us at
least act as generous enemies. You cannot
have forgotten,

¢ O gran bonta dei cavalieri antigui
Erano nemici eran’ de fede diversa’—

Although, perhaps,” he "added, stopping

short in his quotation, ¢ your new faith

forbids you to reserve a place in your me-

mory, even for what high poets have re.
4
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corded of loyal faith and generous senti-
ment.” '

¢ The faith of Buchanan,” replied the
- preacher, ¢ the faith of Buchanan and of
Beza cannot be unfriendly to literature.
But the poet you have quoted affords strains
fitter for a dissolute court than for a con-
vent.”

s¢ I might retort on your Theodore Beza,”
said the Sub-Prior, smiling; < but I hate
the judgment that, like the flesh.fly, skims
over whatever is sound, to detect and set-
tle upon some spot which is tainted. But
to the purpose. If I conduct thee or send
thee a prisoner to Saint Mary’s, thou art
to-night a tenant of the dungeon, to.mor-
row a burthen to the gibbet-tree. If I
were to let thee go hence at large, I were .
thereby wronging the Holy Church, and
breaking mine own solemn vow. Other
resolutions may be adopted in the capital,
or better times may speedily ensue. Wilt
thou remain a true prisoner upon thy pa-
role, rescue or no rescue, as is the phrase
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amongst the warriors of this country ? Wilt
thou solemnly promise that thou wilt do so,
and that at my summons thou wilt present
thyself beforethe Abbotand ChapteratSaint
Mary’s, and that thou wilt not stir from this
house above a quarter of a mile in any di-
rection ? Wilt thou, I say, engage me thy
word for this, and such is the sure trust
which I repose in thy good faith, that thou
shalt remain here unharmed and unsecured,
a prisoner at large, subject only to appear
before our court when called upon.”

The preacher paused— I am unwill.
ing,” he said, ¢ to fetter my native liberty
by any self.adopted engagement. But Iam
already in your power, and you may bind
me to my answer. By such promise, to
abide within a certain limit, and to appear
‘when called upon, I renounce not any li-
berty which I at present possess, and am
free to exercise; but, on the contrary,
being in bonds, and at your mercy, I ac-
quire thereby a liberty which I at present
possess not. I will therefore accept of thy -
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proffer, as what is courteously offered on
thy part, and may be honourably accepted
on mine.”

¢ Stay yet,” said the Sub-Prior, ¢¢ one
important part of thy engagement is for-
gotten—thou art farther to promise, that
while thus left at liberty, thou wilt not
preach or teach, directly or indirectly, any
of those pestilent heresies by which so many
souls have been in this our day won over
from the kingdom of light to the kingdom
of darkness.”

« There we break off our treaty,” said
Warden, firmly.-« Woe unto me if I preach
not the Gospel !”

The Sub.Prior’s countenance became
clouded, and he again paced the apart-
ment, and muttered, ¢ A plague upon the
self-willed fool !’ then stopped short in his
walk, and proceeded in his argument.—
« Why, by thine- own reasoning, Henry,
thy refusal here is but peevish obstinacy.
It is in my power to place you. wheére your
preaching can reach ho humam ear; in
promising therefore to abstain from it, you
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grant nathing which you have it in your
pewer to refuse.”

¢¢ I know not that,” replied Henry War.
den; « thou mayest indeed cast me into a
dungean, but can I foretel that my Master
hath not task-work far me to perform even
in that dreary mansion? The chains of
saints have, ere now, been the means of
breaking the bonds of Satan. Ina prison
holy Paul found the jailor whom he brought
to believe the word of salvation, he and all
his house.”

¢ Nay,” said the Sub-Prior, in a tone be-
twixt anger and scorn, * if you match your-
self with the blessed Apostle, it were time
we: had done—~prepare to endure what thy
folly, as well as thy heresy, deserves.—
Bind him, soldier.” :

With proud submission to his fate, and
regarding the Sub.Prior with something
which almost amounted to a smile of supe-
riority, the preacher placed his arms so-that
the bonds could be again fastened round
him., -
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- % Spare me not,” he said to Christie ; for
even that ruffian hesitated to draw the cord
straitly. o
The Sub-Prior, meanwhile, looked at
him from under his cowl, which he had
drawn over his head, and partly over his
face, as if he wished to shade his own emo-
- tions. They were those of a huntsman with-
in point-blank shot of a noble stag, yet is
too much struck with his majesty of front
and of antler to take aim at him. They
were those of a fowler, who, levelling his
gun at a magnificent eagle, is yet reluctant
to use hisadvantage when he sees the noble
sovereign of the birds pruning himself in
proud defiance of whatever may be attempt-
ed against him. The heart of the Sub.
Prior (bigotted as he was) relented, and he
doubted if he ought to purchase by a rigo-
" rous discharge of what he deemed his duty,
the remorse he might afterwards feel for
the death of one so nobly independent in

thought and character, the friend, besides,
$ .
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of his own happiest years, during which
they had, side by side, striven in the noble
race of knowledge, and indulged their inter-
vals of repose in the lighter studies of clas-
sical and general letters.

The Sub-Priors hand pressed his half-
o’ershadowed cheek, and his eye, more com-
pletely obscured, was bent on the ground,
as if to hide the workings of his relenting
nature.

¢ Were but Edward safe from the infec-
tion,” he thought to himself—¢« Edward,
whose eager and enthusiastic mind presses
forward in the chase of all that hath even
the shadow of knowledge, I might trust
this enthusiast with the women, after due
caution to them that they cannot, without
guilt, attend to his reveries.”

As the Sub-Prior revolved these thoughts,
and delayed the definitive order which was
to determine the fate of the prisoner a sud-
den noise at the entrance of the tower di-
verted his attention for an instant, and, his

VOL. III. H
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¢heek and brow inflamed with all the glow
of heat and determination, Edward Glen-
dinning rushed into the room.
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CHAPTER VIL

Then in my gown of sober gray

Along the mountain path I'll wander,
And wind my solitary way
To the sad shrine that courts me yonder.

There, in the calm monastic shade,
All injuries may be forgiven ;
And there for thee, obdurate maid,

My orisons shall rise to heaven.

The Cruel Lady of the Mountains.

Tue first words which Edward uttered
were,—** My brother is safe, reverend fa.
ther—he is safe, thank God, and lives!—
There is not in Corri-nan-shian a grave,
nor a vestige of a grave. The turf around
the fountain has neither been disturbed by
pick-axe, spade, or mattock, since the
deer’s-hair 'first sprang therc. He lives as -
surely as I live I”
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The earnestness of the youth—the viva-
city with which he looked and moved—the
springy step, outstretched hand, and ardent
eye, reminded Henry Warden of Halbert,
so lately his guide. The brothers had in-
deed a strong family resemblance, though
Halbert was far more athletic and active in
his person, taller and better knit in the
limbs, and though Edward had, on ordi-
- nary, occasions, a look of more habjtual
acuteness and more profound reflection.
The preacher was interested as well as the
Sub-Prior. :

¢« Of whom do you speak, my son " he
said, in a tone as unconcerned as if his. own
fate had not been at the same instant trem-
bling in the balance, and as if a dungeon
and death did not appear to be his instant
doom—¢ Of whom, I say, speak you? If
of a yeuth somewhat older than you seem
to be—brown-haired, open-featured, taller
. and stronger than you appear, yet having
much of the same air and of the same tone
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of voice—if such a one is the brother whom
you seek, it may be I can tell you news of
him.”
1 ¢ Speak then, for Heaven’s sake,” said
Edward—¢¢life or death lies on thy tongue.”

The Sub-Prior joined eagerly in the same
request, and without waiting to be urged,
the preacher gave a minute account of the
circumstances under which he met the
elder Glendinning, with so exact a de-
scription of his person, that there remain-
ed no doubt as to his identity. When he
mentioned that Halbert Glendinning had
conducted him to the dell in which they
found the grass bloody, and a grave newly
closed, and told how the youth accused
himself of the slaughter of Sir Piercie Shaf-
ton, the Sub-Prior looked on Edward with
astonishment. '

¢t Didst thou not say, even now,” he said,
¢: that there was no vestige of a grave in
that spot #”

¢« No more vestige of the earth having



174 THE MONASTERY.

been removed than if the turf had grown
there since the days of Adam,” replied Ed-
ward Glendinning. ¢ It is true,” he add-

ed, ¢ that the adjacent grass was trampled
and bloody.”

« These are delusions of the Enemy,” said
the Sub. Prior, crossing himself.—¢¢ Chris-
tian men may no longer doubt of it.”

« But an’it be so,” said Warden, ¢ Chris-
tian men might better guard theniselves by
the sword of prayer than by the idle form
of a cabalistical spell,”’ g

¢« The badge of our salvation,” said the
Sul:-Prior, ¢ cannot be so termed-— the
sign of the cross disarmeth all evil spirits.”

« Ay,” answered Henry Warden, apt
and armed for controversy ; ¢ but it should
be borne in the heart, not scored with the
fingers in the air, That very impassive air,.
through which your hand passes, shall as
soon bear the imprint of your action, as the
external action shall avail the fond bigot
who substitutes vain motions of the body,
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idle genuflections, and signs of the cross,
for the living and heart-born duties of faith
and good-works.”

« I pity thee,” said the Sub- Prior, as ac-
tively ready for polemics as himself,—¢ I
pity thee, Henry, and reply not to thee.
Thou mayst as well winnow forth and mea- .
sure the ocean with a sieve, as mete out
the power of holy words, deeds, and signs,
by the erring gauge of thine own reason.”

« Not by mine own reason would I mete
them,” said Warden ; ¢ but by His holy
Word, that unfading and unerring lamp of
our paths, compared to which human rea-
son is but as a glimmering and fading ta-
per, and your boasted tradition only a mis-
leading wild-fire. Shew me your Scripture
warrant for ascribing virtue to such vain
signs and motions ?”

¢« I offered thee a fair field of debate,”
said the Sub-Prior, ¢ which thou-didst re-
fuse. I will not at present resume the con-
troversy.”
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« Were these my last accents,” said the
reformer, « and were they uttered at the
stake, half choked with smoke, and as the
faggots kindled into a blaze around me,
with that last utterance I would testify
against the superstitious devices of Rome.”

The Sub-Prior suppressed with pain the
controversial answer which arose to his lips,
and, turning to Edward Glendinning, he
said, ¢¢ there could be now no doubt that
his mother ought presently to be informed
that her son lived.”

“ I told you that two hours since,” said
Christie of the Clinthill, * an’ you would
have believed me. But it seems you are
more willing to take the word of an old
grey sorner, whose life has been spent in
- pattering heresy, than mine, though I ne-
ver rode a foray in my life without duly
saying my pater-noster.”

*¢ Go then,” said Father Eustace to Ed-
ward ; *let thy sorrowing mother know
that her son is restored to her from the
grave, like the child of the widow of Za-
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rephthah ; at the intercession,” he added,
looking at Henry Warden, ¢ of the blessed
‘Saint whom I invoked in his behalf.”

¢ Deceived thyself,” said Warden, in-
stantly, « thou art a deceiver of others. It
was no dead man, no creature of clay,
whom the blessed Tishbite invoked, when,
stung by the reproach of the Shunamite
woman, he prayed that her son’s soul might
come into him again.”

« It was by his intercession, however,”
repeated the Sub.Prior; ¢ for what says
the Vulgate? Thus is it written : ¢ E¢ ex-
audivit Dominus vocem Helie; et reversa
est anima pueri intra eum, et revizit ;—and
thinkest thou the intercession of a glorified
saint is more feeble than when he walks on
earth, shrouded in a tabernacle of clay,
and seeing but with the eye of flesh ?”

During this controversy Edward Glen-
dinning appeared restless and impatient,A
agitated by some strong internal feeling,
but whether of joy, grief, or expectation,

H2
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his countenance did not expressly declare.,
He took now the unusual freedom to break
in upon the discourse of the Sub-Prior,
who, notwithstanding his resolution to the
contrary, was obviously kindling in the spi-
rit of controversy, which Edward diverted
by conjuring his reverence to allow him to
speak a few words in private.

¢ Remove the prisoner,” said the Sub-
* Prior to Christie ;  look to him carefully
that he escape not ; but for thy life do him
no injury.”

His commands being obeyed, Edward
and the Monk were left alone, when the
Sub-Prior thus addressed him.

¢ What hath come over thee, Edward,
- that thy eye kindles so wildly, and thy
-cheek is thus changing from scarlet to

pale? Why didst thou break in so hastily
and unadvisedly upon the argument with
which I was prostrating yonder heretic?
And wherefore dost thou not tell thy mo-
ther that her son is restored to her by the
intercession, as Holy Church well warrants
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us to believe, of blessed Saint Benedict, the
patron of our Order ? For if ever my pray-
ers were put forth to him with zeal, it hath
been in behalf of this house, and thine eyes
have seen the result—go and tell it to thy
mother.”

« I must tell her then,” said Edward,
¢ that if she has regained one son, another
is lost to her.”

« What meanest thou, Edward ? what
language is this ?” said the Sub-Prior..

¢« Father,” said the youth, kneeling down
to him, ¢ my sin and my shame shall be
told thee, and thou shalt witness my pe-
pance with thine own eyes.”

« I comprehend thee not,” said the Sub-
Prior. ¢ What canst thou have done to
deserve such selfaccusation ?—Hast thou.
too listened,” he added, knitting his brows,
“ to the deman of heresy, ever most effec-
tual tempter of those, who, like yonder un-
happy man, are distinguished by their love
of knowledge

“]am guxltless in that matter,” answer-

-
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ed Glendinning, ¢ nor have presumed to
think otherwise than thou, my kind father,
hast taught me, and than the church al-
lows.” '
¢ And what is it then, my son,” said the
Sub-Prior, kindly, « which thus afflicts thy
conscience ? speak it to me, that I may an-
swer thee in the words of comfort ; for the
Church’s mercy is great to these obedient
children who doubt not her power.” -

« My confession will require her mercy,”
replied Edward. ¢ My brother Halbert—
- sokind, so brave, so gentle, whe spoke not,
thought not, acted not, but in love to me,
whose hand had aided me in every difficul-
ty, whose eye watched over me like the
‘eagle’s over her nestlings, when they prove
their first flight from the eyrie—this bro-
ther, so kind, so gentle, so affectionate—I
heard of his sudden, his bloody, his violent
death, and I rejoiced—I heard of his un:
expected restoration, and I sorrowed.”

¢ Edward,” said the father, ¢ thou art
beside thyself—what could urge thee to

e e
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such odious ingratitude—in your hurry of
spirits you have mistaken the confused
tenor of your feelings—Go, my son, pray,
and compose thy mind—we will speak of
this another time.”

¢ No, father, no,” said Edward vehe-
mently, ¢ now, or never!—I will find the
means to tame this rebellious heart of mine,
or I will tear it out of my bosom—Mistake
its passions 7—No, father, grief can ill be
mistaken for joy—All wept, all shrieked
around me—my mother—the menials—she,
too, the cause of my crime—all wept—and
I—I could hardly disguise my brutal and
insane joy, under the appearance of re-
venge—Brother, I said, I cannot give thee
tears, but I will give thee blood—Yes, fa-
ther, as I counted hour after hour, while I
kept watch upon the English prisoner, and
said, I am an hour nearer to hope and to
happiness”——

¢ I understand thee not, Edward,” said
the Monk, “ nor can I conceive in what
way thy brother’s supposed murder shouid
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have affected thee with such unnatural joy
—Surely the sordid desire to succeed him:
in his small possessions”

«¢ Perish the paltry trash !” said Edward
with the same emotion. ¢ No, father, it
was rivalry—it was jealous rage—it was the
love of Mary Avenel that rendered me. the
unnatural wretch I confess myself!”

¢ Of Mary Avenel !” said the priest—
¢ of a lady so high above either of you in
name and rank ? How dared Halbert—
how dared you, presume to lift your eye to
her but in honour and respect, as to a su-
perior of another degree from your’s ?*

¢ When did love wait for the sanction
of heraldry ? replied Edward ; ¢ and in
whatbut a line of dead ancestors was Mary,.
our mother’s guest and foster-child, differ-
ent from us, with whom she was brought
up ?~—Enough, we loved—we both loved.
her! But the passion of Halbert was re.
quited. He knew it not, he saw it not—
but I was sharper-eyed. I saw that even-
when I was more approved, Halbert was




THE MONASTERY.. 188

more beloved. With me she would sit for-
hours at our common task with the cold
simplicity and indifference of a sister, but
with Halbert she trusted not herself, She
changed colour, she was fluttered when he
approached her ;. and when he left her, she
was sad, pensive, and solitary. I bore all
this—I saw my rival’s advancing progress
in her affections—I bore it, father, and yet
I hated him not—I could not hate him !”
- ¢ And well for thee that thou didst not,®
said the father; ¢ wild and headstrong as
thou art, wouldst thou hate thy brother for
partaking in thine own folly #”

¢« Father,” replied Edward, ¢ the world
esteems thee wise, and holds thy knowledge
of mankind high ; but thy question shews
that thou hast never loved. It was by an
effort that I saved myself from hating my
kind and affectionate brother, who, all un-
suspicious of my rivalry, was perpetually
loading me with kindness. Nay, there were
moods of my mind, in which I could re-
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turn that kindness for a time with energe-
tic enthusiasm. Never did I feel this so
strongly as on the night which parted us.
But I could not help rejoicing when he was
- swept from my path—could not help sor:
rowing when he was again restored to be a
stumbling-block in my paths.”

« May God be gracious to thee, my son !
said the Monk ; ¢ this is an awful state of
mind. Even in such evil moed did the first
murtherer rise up against his brother, be-
- cause Abel’s was the more acceptable sacri-
fice.”

« I will wrestle with the demon which
has haunted me, father,” replied the youth
firmly—¢¢ I will wrestle with him, and I will
subdue him. But first I must remove from
_the scenes which are to follow here. I can-
not endure that I should see Mary Avenel’s
eyes again flash with joy at the restoration
of her lover. It were a sight to make a se-
cond Cain of me. My fierce, turbid, and
transitory joy discharged itself in a thirst
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‘to commit homicide, and how can I esti-
mate the frenzy of my despair

« Madman ! said the Sub.Prior, * at
what dreadful crime does thy fury drive

¢ My lot is determined, father,” said
Edward, in a resolute tone; « I will em-
brace the spiritual state which you have so
oft recommended. It is my purpose to re-
turn with you to Saint Mary’s, and with
the permission of the Holy Virgin and of
Saint Benedict, to offer my profession to the
Abbot.” _

¢ Not now, my son,” said the Sub.- Prior,
¢ not in this distemperature of mind. The
wise and good accept not gifts which are
made in heat of blood, and which may be
after repented of’; and shall we make our
offerings to wisdom and to goodness itself
with less of solemn resolution and deep de-
votion of mind, than is necessary to make
them acceptable to our own frail com-
panions in this valley of darkness? This I
say to thee, my son, not as meaning to
deter thee from the good path thou art
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now inclined to prefer, but that thou may’st
make thy vocation and thine election sure.”

« There are actions, father,” returned
Edward, ¢« which brook no delay, and this
is one. It must be done this very now, or
it may never be done. Let me go with
you ; let me not behold the return of Hal-
bert into this house.. Shame, and-the sense
of injustice I have already done him, will
join with these dreadful passions which
urge me to do him yet farther wrong, Let
me then go with you.”

¢ With me, my son,” said the Sub. Prior,
. thou shalt surely. go; but our rule, as
well as reason and good order, require that
you should dwell a space with us as a pro-
bationer or novice, before taking upon thee
those final vows, which, sequestering for
.ever from the world, dedicate thee to the
service of Heaven.”

¢¢ And when shall we set forth, father
said the youth, as eageily as if the journey
which he was now undertaking led to the
pleasures of a summer holiday.
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« Even now, if thou wilt,” said the Sub-
Prior, yielding to his impetuosity—¢¢ go,
then, and command them to prepare for
our departure.—Yet stay,” he said, as Ed-
ward, with all the awakened enthusiasm of
his character, hastened from his presence ;
% come hither, my son, and kneel down.”

Edward obeyed, and kneeled down be-
fore him. Notwithstanding his slight fizure
and thin features, the Sub-Prior could, from
the energy of his tone, and ‘the earnestness
of his devotional manner, impress his pupils
and his penitents with no ordinary feclings
of personal reverence. His heart always
was, as well as seemed to be, in the duty
which he was immediately performing ;
and the spiritual guide who thus shews a
deep conviction of the importance of his
office, seldom fails to impress a similar feel-
ing upon his hearers. Upon such occa-
sions as the present, his puny body seemed

“to assume more majestic stature—his spare
and emaciated countenance bore a bolder,

11
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loftier, and more commanding port— his
voice, always beautiful, trembled as labour-
ing under the immediate impulse of the
Divinity—and his whole demeanour seem-
ed to bespeak, not the mere ordinary man,
but the organ of the Church in which she
had vested her high power for delivering
sinners from their load of iniquity.

¢« Hast thou, my fair son,” said he,
« faithfully recounted the circumstances
which have thus suddenly determined thee
to a religious life 2” )

¢« The sins I have confessed, my father,”
answered Edward, ¢ but I have not yet told
a strange appearance, which, acting on my
mind, hath, I think, aided to determine my
resolution.”

¢ Say it, then, now,” returned the Sub.
Prior; ¢ it is thy duty to leave me unin-
structed in nought, so that thereby I may
understand the temptation thatbesets thee.”

« I tell it with unwillingness,” said Ed-
ward ; « for although, God wot, Ispeak but
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the mere truth, yet even while my tongue
speaks it as truth, my own ears receive it
as fable.”

« Yet say the whole,” said Father Eu-
stace ; ¢ neither fear rebuke from me, see-
ing I may know reasons for receiving as
true that which others might- regard as fa-
bulous.” '

« Know, then, father,” replied Edward,
« that betwixt hope and despair—and,
heavens! what an hope !—the hope to
find the corpse mangled and crushed has-
tily in amongst the bloody clay which
the foot of the scornful victor had trod
down upon my good, my gentle, my cou-
rageous brother,—1I sped to the glen called
Corri-nan-shian ; but, as your reverence
- has been already informed, neither the’
grave which my unhallowed wishes had in
spite of my better self longed to see, nor
any appearance of the earth having been
opened, was visible in the solitary spot
where Martin bad, at morning yesterday,
seen the fatal hillock. You know our dales-

13 .
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men, father ? The place hath an evil name,
and this deception of the sight inclined
them to leave it. My companions became
affrighted, and hastened down the glen as
men caught in trespass. My hopes were
too much blighted, my mind too much agi-
tated, to fear either the living or the dead.
Idescended the glen more slowly than they,
often looking back, and not ill-pleased with
the poltroonery of my companions, which
left me to my own perplexed and moody
humour, and induced them to hasten into
the broader dale. They were already out
of sight, and lost amongst the windings of
the glen, when, looking back, I saw afemale
form standing beside the fountain”
¢« How, my fair son ?” said the Sub. Prior,
* ¢ beware you jest not with your present
situation.” v :
¢¢ ] jest not, father,” answered the youth;
¢¢ it may be I shall never jest again—sure-
ly not for many a day. I saw, I say, the
form of a female clad in white, such—such
as the Spirit which .haunts the house of

3
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Avenel is supposed to be. Believe me,
my father, for, by heaven and earth, I say
nought but what I saw with these eyes!”

¢ [ believe thee, my son,” said the Monk ;
¢ proceed in thy strange story.”

¢« The apparition,” said Edward Glen-
dinning, *“ sung, and thus run her lay ; for,
strange as it may seem.to you, her words
abide by my remembrance, as if they had
been sung to me from infancy upward :

* Thou who seek’st my fountain [one,

With thoughts and hopes thou darest not own ;
Whose heart within leap’d wildly glad

Whén most his brow seem’d dark and sad;

Hie thee back, thou find’st not here

Corpse or coffin, grave or bier;

The Dead Alive is gone and fled—

Go thou, and join the Living Dead !

v

¢ The Living Dead, whose sober brow

Oft shrouds such thoughts as thou hast now;
Whose hearts within are seldom cured

Of passions by their vows abjured ;

Where, under sad and solemn show,

Vain hopes are nursed, wild wishes glow.
Seek the convent’s vaulted room,

Prayer and vigil be thy doom ;

Doff the green, and don the gray,

To the cloister hence away I"”
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¢ °Tis a wild lay,” answered the Sub-
Prior, ¢ and chaunted, I fear me, with no
good end. But we have power to turn the
machinations of Satan to his shame. Ed-
ward, thou shalt go with me as thou de-
~ sirest ; thou sbalt prove the life for which
I have long thought thee best fitted—thou
shalt aid, my son, this trembling hand of
mine to sustain the Holy Ark, which bold
unhallowed men press rashly forward to
touch and to profane.—Wilt thou not first
. see thy mother?”

* 4« ] will see no one,” said Edward hastily ;
« I will risk nothing that may shake the
purpose of my heart. From Saint Mary’s
they shall learn my destination—all of them
shall learn it. My mother—Mary Avenel
—my restored and happy brother—they
shall all know that Edward lives no longer
to the world to be a clog on their happiness.
Mary shall no longer need to constrain her
looks and expressions to coldness, because
I am nigh. She shall no longer”—

« My son,” said the Sub-Prior, interrupt-
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ing him, ¢ it is not by looking back on the
“vanities and vexations of this world that
we fit ourselves for the discharge of duties
which are not of it. Go, get our horses
ready, and as we descend the glen together
I will teach thee the truths through which
the fathers and wise men of old had that
- precious alchemy which can convert suffer-

ing into happiness.”

voi. 11, . I
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CHAPTER VIIL.

~

* Now on my faith this gear is all entangled,
Like to the yarn-clew of the drowsy knitter,
Dragg’d by the frolic kitten thro’ the cabin;
While the good dame sits nodding o’er the fire—
Masters, attend ; “twill crave some skill to clear it.
Old Play.

Epwarp, with the speed of one who
doubts the steadiness of his own resolution,
hastened to prepare the horses for their de-
parture, and at the same time thanked and
dismissed the neighbours who had.come to
his assistance, and who were not a little
surprised both at the suddenness of his pro-
posed departure, and at the turn affairs had
taken, ,

« Here’s cold hospitality,” quoth Dan of
the Howlet-hirst to his comrades ; « I trow
the Glendinnings may die and come alive
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right oft ere T put foot in stirrup again
for the matter.” ‘
Martin soothed them by placing food and
liquor before them. They ate sullenly,
however, and departed in bad humour.
The joyful news that Halbert Glendin-
ning lived, was guickly communicated
through the sorrowing family. The mo-

_ther wept and thanked Heaven alternate-

ly 5 until her habits of ‘domestic economy
awakening as her feelings became calm-
er, she observed, « It would be an unco
task to mend the yetts, and what were
they to do while they were broken in that
fashion ? At open doors dogs come in.”

Tibb remarked, «“ She aye thought Hal.
bert was ower glegg at his weapon to be
killed sae easily by ony Sir Piercie o’ them
2. They might say of these Southrons as
they liked ; but they had not the pith and
wind of a canny Scot, when it came to close
grips.”

On Mary Avenel the impression was in-
conceivably deeper. She had but newly
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learned to pray, and it seemed to her that
~ her prayers had been instantly answered—
that the compassion of Heaven, which she
had learned to implore in the words of
Scripture, had descended upon her afier a
manner almost miraculous, and recalled the
dead from the grave at the sound of her la.
mentations. There was a dangerous de.
gree of enthusiasm in this train of feeling,
but it originated in the purest devotion.
A silken and embroidered muffler, one of
the few articles of more costly attire which
she possessed, was devoted to the purpose
of wrapping up and concealing the sacred
volume, which henceforth she was to re
gard as her chiefest treasure, lamenting
only that, for want of a fitting interpreter,
much must remain to her a book ¢losed
~and a fountain sealed, She was unawate
of the yet greater danger she incutred, of
putting an imperfect or even false bense
upon some of the doctrines which appeared
most comprehensible. But Heaven had
provided against both these hagards.
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While Edward was prepdring the horses,
Christie of the Clinthill again solicited his
orders respecting the (reformed preacher
Henry Warden,and againthe worthy Monk
laboured to reconcile in his own mind his
‘compassion, ‘and the esteem: which, almost
in spite of him, he eould not help feeling
for his ancient companion, with the duty
which he owed to'the church. The unex-
pected resolution of Edward bad removed,
he thought, the chief objection to his being
left at Glendearg. o

« If I carry this Wellwood or Warden,
to the Monastery,” he thought,  he must
die—die in his heresy=—perish body and
soul: And though such a measure was once
thought advisable, to strike terror into
the heretics, yet- such' is now their dai-
ly-increasing ‘strength, that it may rather
rouse them to fury and to revenge. True,
he refuses to pledge himself to abstain
from sowing his tares among the wheat ;
but the ground here is too barren to re-

-
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ceive them. Iifear not his making impres-
sion on these poor women, the vassals of the
church, and bred up in‘due obedience to her

behests. The keen,.searching, enquiring,

and bold disposition of Edward, might
have afforded fuel to the fire ; but that is
removed, and there is nothing left which
the flame may . eatch to.—Thus shall he
have no power to spread his evil doctrines

abroad, and yet bis life shall be preserved, -

and it may be his soul rescued as a prey
from the fowler’s net. 1 will myself con-
tend with him in argument; for when we
studied in common, I yielded not to him,
" and surely the cause for which I struggle
" will support me, were I yet more weak
than I deem myself. Were this man re-
claimed from his errors, an hundred-fold
more advantage would arise to the church
from his spiritual regeneration, than from
his temporal death.” -

Having finished these medltatlons, in
which there was at once goodness of dis-

position and narrowness of principle, a -

9

1
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_considerable portion of self-opinion, and.
no small degree of self-delusion, the Sub-
Prior commanded the prlsoner tobe brought'
into his presence. '

««.Henry,” he said, ¢ whatever a rigid
sense of duty may demand of me, ancient
friendship and Christian compassion forbid’
me to lead thee to assured death. Thou
wert wont to be generous, though stern and
stubborn in thy resolves ; let not thy sense
of what thine own thoughts term duty,
draw thee farther than mine have done
Remember, that every sheep whom thou.
shalt here lead astray from the fold, will’
be demanded in time and through eternity
of him who hath left thee the liberty of do-
ing such evil. I ask no engagement of
thee, save that thou remain a prisoner on
thy word at this tower, and will appear
when sumimoned.”

« Thou hast found an invention to bind
my hands,” replied the preacher, ¢ more

.sure than would have been the heaviest
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shackles in the prison of thy ecnvent. I
will not rashly do what may endanger thee
with thy unhappy superiors, and I will he
the more cautious, because, if we had far-
ther opportunity ef conference, I trust
- thine own soul may yet be rescued as a
brand from the burning, and that casting
from thee the livery of Anti-Christ, that
trader in human sins and human souls, I
may yet assist thee to lay hold on the Rack
of Ages.” )

-The Sub-Prior heard the sentiment, so
similar to that which had occurred to him-
self, with the same kindling feelings with
which the game-cock hears and rephes to
the challenge of his rival,

¢« I bless God and Our Lady,” said he,
drawing himself up, « that my faith is al-
ready anchored on that Rock on which
Saint Peter founded his church,”.

« It is 2 perversion of the text,” said the
eager Henry Warden, ¢ grounded upon a
vain play upon words--a most idle parona~
_ masia.” ~ :
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The controversy would have been re-
kindled, and in all probability,—for what
can ensure the good temper and medera.
tion of polemics?—might have ended in the
preacher’s being transported a captive to
the Monastery, had not Christie of the
Clinthill observed it was growing late, and
that he having to descend the glen, which
had no good reputation, cared not greatly
for travelling there after sunset. The Sub-
Prior, therefore, stifled his desire of argu-
ment, and again telling the preacher that
he trusted to his gratitude and generosity,
he bade him farewell.

“ Be assured, mine old friend,” replied
Warden, < that no wiiling act of mine shall
be to thy prejudice. But if my Master shall
place work before me, I must obey God
rather than man.”

- These two men, both excellent from na-
tural disposition and acquired knowledge,
had more poiots of similarity than they
themselves would have admitted. In truth,

12
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the chief distinction betwixt them was, that
the Catholic, defending ‘a religion which
afforded little interest to the feelings, had,
in his devotion to the cause he .espoused,
more of the head than of the heart, and was
politic, cautious, and artful ; while the Pro-
' testant, acting under the strong impulse of
more lately adopted conviction, and feel-
ing, as he justly might, a-more animated
confidence in his cause, was enthusiastic,
" eager, and precipitate in his desire to ad-
vance it. The priest-would have been con-
tented to defend, the preacher aspired to
conquer ; and, of course, the impulse by
which the latter was governed, was more
active and more decisive. They could not
part from each other without a second
pressure of hands, and each loaked in the
face of his old companion, as he bade him .
adieu, with a countenance strongly expres-
sive of sorrow, affection, and pity.
- Father Eustace then explained briefly
to Dame Glendinning, that this person was
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to be her guest for some days, discharging .
her and her whole household, under high
spiritual censures, to hold any conversation
with him on subjects of religion, but.com-
manding her to attend to his wants in all.
other particulars. ,

¢ May Our Lady forgwe me, reverend,
father,” said Dame Glendinning, some-
what dismayed ‘at this intelligence, * but I
must needs say, thatower mony guests have
been the ruin of ‘mony a house, and I trow.
they will bring down Glendearg. First
came the Lady of Avenel, (her soul be at
rest—she meant nae ill,) but she brought
with her as mony bogles and fairies, as hae
kept the house in care ever since, sae that .
we have been living as it were in a dream.
And then came that English knight, if it
please you, and if he hasna killed my son
eutright, he has chased him aff the gate,
and it may be lang eneugh ere I see him
again—forbye thedamage done to outerdoor
aud inmer door. And now yoor reverence
has given me the charge of a heretic, who,
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it is like, may bring the great horned devil-
himself down upon us all; and they say
that it is neither door nor window will
serve him, but he will take away the side
of the auld tower along with him. - Néver-:
theless, reverend father, your pleasure is
doubtless to be done to our power.”

“Go to, woman,” said the Sub-Prior;
¢« send for workmen from the clachan, and
let them charge the-expence of their re.
pairs to the Community, and I will give the
treasurer warrant to allow them. Moreover,
i settling the rental-mails, and feu-duties,
thou shalt bhave allowance for the trouble
- and charges to which..thou art now put,
. and I will cause strict search to lie made

after thy son.” :

.The dame curtsied deep and low at each
favourable expression ; and when the Sub-
Prior had done speaking, she added het far-
ther hope that the Sub-Prior would hold
some communing with her gossip the Mil.
ler, concerning the fate of his daughter,
antl-expound to him that the chance bad

L ——e e e
P
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by no means happened through any negh-»
gence on her part.

¢¢ I sair doubt me, father,” she sald,
« whether Mysie finds her way back to the
ndill in a hurry ; but it was all her father's
own fault that. let her run lamping about.
the country, riding on bare.backed nags,
~ and never settling to do a turn of work
within doors, unless it were to dress dain.
ties .at dinner-time for his ain kyte.”

¢ You. remind me, dame, of another
matter of urgency,” said Father Eustace;
¢ and, God knows, too many of them press
on me at this moment. This English knight
must be sought out, and explanation given -
to him of these most strange chances. The
giddy girl must also be recovered. -If she
* hath suffered in reputation by this unhappy
mistgke, I will not hold myself innocent of
the disgrace. - Yet how to find them out I
know net,” .

-« 8o please you,” smd Chnst:e of the

Clinthill, ¢¢ I am willing to take the chace,
and bring them back by fair means or foul
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for thongh you have always looked as black:
as night at me, whenever we have forga-
thered, yet I have not forgotten that had
it not been for 'you, my neck would have
kenned the weight of my four quarters. If
any man ean track the tread of them, I will
say in the face of both Merse and Teviot-
dale, and take the Forest to-boot, that I am
that man. But first I have matters to treat
of on my master’s score, if you will permit
me to ride down the glen with you.”

“ Nay, but my friend,” said the Sub.
Prior, ¢ thou should’st remémber I bave.
but slender cause totrust thee for.a com-
panion through a place so-solitary.” '

¢ Tush * tush ! said the Jack-man, “fear
me not ; I had the worst too surely to be-
gin that sport again. Besides, have I not
said a dozen of times, I owe you a life? and
when 1 owe a man either a good turn or a
bad, I never fail to pay it sooner or later.
Moreover, beshrew me if ‘I care to go
alone down the' glen, or even with my
troopers, who are, évery loon of them, as

- - . T . e el Trme kS are - Muma 2



THE MONASTERY.. 207

much devil’s bairns as myself; whereas, if
your reverence, since that is the word, take
beads and psalter, and I come .along with:
jack and spear, you will make the devils
take the air, and I will make all' human;
enemies take the earth.” ¥

Edward here entered, and told h1s reve..
rence that his horse was prepared. At this
instant his eye caught his mother’s, and the.
resolution which he had so strongly formed
was staggered when he recollected the ne--
cessity of bidding her farewell. : The:Sub-.
Prior saw his embarrassment, - and .came to
his relief. :

« Dame,” said he, 1 forgot to ment:on
that your son Edward goes with me to Saint
Mary’s, and will not return for two or three
days.” : :
¢ You will be wxshmg to help him to re-
cover his brother? - May the saints reward
your kindness !” ;

The Sub-Prior retumed the benednctxon;
which in this instance he had net very well:
deserved, and he and Edward set forth:on
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their route. They were presently followed
by Christie, who came up with his follow-
ers at such a speedy pace, as intimated suf-
ficiently that his wish to obtain spiritual
convoy through the glen, was extremely
sincere. He had, however, other matters
to stimulate his speed, for he was desirous
to communicate to the Sub.Prior a message
from his master Julian, connected with the
delivery of the prisoner Warden ; and ha-
ving requested the Sub.Prior to ride with
him a few yards before Edward, and the
troopers of his own party, he thus address-
ed him, sometimes interrupting his dis-
course in a manner testifying that his fear
of supernatural beings was not altogether
lolled to rest by his. confidence in the sanc-
tity of his fellow-traveller.

- ¢ My master,” said the rider, ¢« deemed
he had sent you an acceptable gift in that
old heretic preacher ; but it seems, from
the slight care you have taken of him, that
you make small account of the boon.”

* Nay,” said the Sub-Prior, < do not
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thus judge of it, The Community must
account highly of the service, and ,will re-
ward it to thy master in goodly fashion.
But this man and I are old friends, and I
trust to bring him back from the paths of
perdition.” .

¢¢ Nay,” said the rider, « when I saw you
shake hands at the beginning, I counted
that you would fight it all out in love and
‘honour, and that there would be no ex-
treme dealings betwixt ye—however, it is
all one to my master—Saint Mary ! what
call you yon, Sir Monk ”

¢ The branch of a willow streaming
across the path betwixt us and the sky.”

« Beshrew me,” said Christie, * if it
looked not like a man’s hand holding a
sword.—But touching my master, he, like
a prudent man, hath kept himself aloof in
these broken times, until he could see with
precision what footing he was to stand
upon. Right tempting offers he hath had
from the Lords of Congregation, whom you
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call heretics; and at one time he was
minded, to be plain with you, ta have taken
their way—for he was assured that the
Lord James was coming this road at the
head of a round body of cavalry. And ac.
cordingly Lord James did so far reckon
“upon him, that he sent this man Warden,
or whatsoever be his name, to my master’s
protection, asan assured friend ;- and, more-
over, with .tidings that he himself was
marching hitherward at the head of a strong
body of horse.”
« Now, Our Lady foref'end i sald the
Sub-Prior.
« Amen !” answered Christie, ¢ did your
reverence see aught ?” -
¢ Nothing whatever,” replied the Monk;
“ it was thy tale which wrested from me
that exclamation.” o
¢ And it was with seme cause, for if
Lord James should come hither, your Ha-
lidome would smoke for it. But be of
good cheer—that expedition is ended be-
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fore it was begun. The Baron of Avenel
had sure news that Lord James has been
fain to march westward with his merry-
men, to protect Lord Semple against Cas-
silis and the Kennedies. By my faith, it
will cost him a brush ; for wot ye what they
say of that name,—

¢ From Wigton to the foot of Ayr,
And all bedown the Crooks of Cree;

No man may think to tenant there,
Unless he serve Saint Kennedie.” ”

<¢ Then,” said the Sub Prior, ¢ the Lord
James’s purpose of coming southwards be-
ing broken, cost this person, Henry War-
den, a cold reception at Avenel Castle.”

« It would not have been altogether so
rough a one,” said the moss-trooper ; « for
my master was in heavy thought what to
do in these unsettled times, and would
scarce have hazarded misusing a man sent
to him by so terrible a leader as the Lord
James. But, to speak the truth, some

e v ey =
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busy devil tempted the old man to meddle
with my master’s Christian liberty of hand-
fasting with Catherine of Newport. So that
broke the wand of peace between them,
and now ye may have my master, and all
the force he can make, at your devotion,
for Lord James never forgave wrong done
to him ; and if he come by the upperhand,
he will have Julian’s head if there were ne-
ver another of the name, as it is like there
is not, excepting the bit slip of a lassie
yonder. And now I have told you more
of my master’s affairs than he would thank
me for ; but you have done me a frank turn
once, and I may need one at your hands
again.”

« Thy frankness,” said the Sub-Prior,
«¢ shall surely advantage thee ; for much it
concerns the church in these broken times
to know the purposes and motives of those
around us. But what is it that thy master
expects from us in reward of good service;
for I esteem him one of those who are not
willing to work without their hire ?”
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¢ Nay, that I can tell you flatly; for
Lord James had promised him, in case he
would be of his faction in .these parts, an
easy tack of the land.sheaves of his own
Barony of Avenel, together with the lands
of Cranberry-moor, which lie intersected
with his own. And he will look for no less
at your hand.” ‘-
¢ But there is old Gilbert of Cranberry-
moor,” said the Sub-Prior, “ what are we
to make of him ? The heretic Lord James
“may take on him to dispone upon the goods
-and lands of the Halidome at his pleasure,
because, doubtless, but for the protection
of God, and the baronage which yet re-
main faithful to their creed, he may despoil
us of them by force; but while they are
- the property of the Community, we may
not take steadings from aacient and faith-
ful vassals, to gratify the covetousness of
those who serve God only from the lucre
of gain.”
¢« By the mass,” said Chnsue, it is well

talking, Sir Priest ; but when ye consider
2 .



214 THE. MONASTERY.

that Gilbert has but. two half-starved cow-
ardly peasants to follow him, and but an
auld jaded aver to ride upon, fitter for the
plough than for manly service ; and that
the Baron of Avenel never rides with few-
er than ten' jack-men at his back, and of-
tener:with fifty, bodin in all.that effeirs to
war as if they were to do battle for a king-
dom, and mounted on nags that nicker at
the clash of a sword, as if it were the clank
~of the lid of a corn-chest—I say, when ye
have computed all this, you may guess
.which course will best serve your Monas-
tery.” ‘

. « Friend,” said the Monk, «“ I would
willingly purchase thy master’s assistance
on his own terms, since times leave us no
‘better means of defence against the sacri-
legious spoliation of heresy ; but to take
from a poor man his patrimony” _

« For that matter,” said the rider, ¢ his
seat would scarce be a soft one, if my mas-
ter thought that Gilbert’s interest stood be-
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twixt him and what he wishes, The Hali-
dome bas land enough, and Gilbert may
be quartered elsewhere.”

«« We will consider the possibility of so
disposing the matter,” said the Monk, <“and
will expect in consequence your master’s
most active assistance, with all the follow-
ers he can make to join in the defence of
the Halidome, . against any force by which
it may be threatened.” : :

« A man’s hand and a mailed glove on
that,” said the jack-man. ¢¢ They call us
marauders, thieves, and what not; but the

“side we take we. hold by—And I will. be

blithe when my Baron comes to.a point
which side he will take, for the castle is a

* kind of hell, (Our Lady forgive me for na-

ming such a word in this place!) while he
is in his mood, studying how he mady best

- advantage himself. And now, Heaven be

praised, we are in the open valley, and I
may swear a round oath, should aught hap-
pen to provoke it.”
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¢ My friend,” said the Sub-Prior, ¢ thou
hast little merit in abstaining from oaths or
blasphemy, if it be only out of fear of evil
‘spirits.”

«“ Nay, I am not qlnte a church vassal
yet,” said the jack-man, ¢ and if you link
the curb too tight on a young herse, I pro-
mise you he will rear—~Why, it is much for
tne to forbear old customs on any account
whatsoever.”

-The night being ﬁne, they fbrded the ri-
ver at the spot where the Sacristan met
‘with his unhappy encounter with the Spi-
rit. So soon as they arrived at the gate of
the Monastery, the portér in waiting eager-
ly exclaimed, “ Reverend father, the Lord
Abbot is most anxious for your presenee.”

¢ Let these strangers be carried to the
great hall, and be treated with the best by
the Cellarer  reminding them, however, of
that modesty and decency of econduct
which becometh guests in u house like
this.”

= = = P B — =4 <
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« But the Lord Abbot demands you in- -
stantly, my venerable brother,” said Father
Philip, arriving in great haste. I have
not seen him more discouraged or desolate
of counsel since the field of Pinkie.cleugh
was stricken.”

¢ | come, my good brother, I come,”
said Father Eustace. ¢ I pray thee, good
brother, - let this youth Edward Glendin-
ning be conveyed to the Chamber of the
Novices, and placed under their instructor.
God has touched his heart, and he propo-
seth laying aside the vanities of the world,
to become a brother of our holy order;
which, if his good parts be matched with
 fitting docility and humnlnty, he may one
day live to adorn.”

¢« My very venerable brother,” exclaim-
ed old Father Nicolas, who came hobbling
with a third summons to the Sub-Prior,
< I pray thee to hasten to our worshipful
Lord Abbot.—-The holy patroness be with
us! never saw I Abbot of the House of
Saint Mary’s in such consternation; and yet

YOL. IIL K
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I remember me well when Father Ingelram
had the news of Flodden-field.”

<¢ ] come, T come, venerable brother,” .
said Father Eustace—And having repeat-
edly ejaculated, ¢ I come !” he at last went
to the Abbot in good earnest. '

»
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‘CHAPTER I1X.

Xt is not ‘texts will do it<—Church artillery
Are silenced soon by real ordnance,

And canons are but vain opposed to cantion.
Go, coin yeur crosier, melt your church plate down,
Bid the starved soldier banquet in your halls,

And quaff your long-saved hogsheads—Turn them out
Thus primed with your good cheer, to guard your wall,
And they will venture for’t. ——

Old Play.

THe Abbot received his counsellor with
a tremulous eagerness of welcome, which
announced to the Sub-Prior an extreme
agitation of spirits, and the utmost want of
good counsel. There was neither mazer-
dish nor standing-cup upon the little table,
at the elbow of his huge chair of state ; his
beads alone lay there, and it seemed as if
he had been telling them in his extremity
of distress, Beside the beads was placed
the mitre of the Abbot, of an antique form,
and blazing with precious stones, and the
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rich and highly-embossed crosier rested
against the same table.

The Sacristan and old Father Nicolas had
followed the Sub-Prior into the Abbot’s
‘apartment, perhaps with the hope of learn-
ing something of the important matter
‘which seemed to be in hand. They were
not mistaken ; for, after having ushered in
the Sub.Prior, and being themselves in the
act of retiring, the Abbot made them a sig-
nal to remain. .

« My brethren,” he said, * it is well
known to you with what painful zeal we
have overseen the weighty affairs of this
house committed to our unworthy hand—
your bread hath been given to you, and
your water hath been sure—I have not
wasted. the. revenues of the Convent on
vain pleasures, as hunting or hawking, or
in change of rich cope or alb, or in feasting

idle bards and jesters, saving those, who,
according to old-wont, were received in
time of Christmas and Easter. Neither have
« Y enriched either mine own relations nor
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strange women, at the expence of the Pa.
trimony.” ' '

¢¢ There hath not been such a Lord Ab-
bot,” said Father Nicholas, ¢ to my know-
ledge, since the days of Abbot Ingilram,
who”— -

At that portentous word, which always
preluded a long story, the Abbot broke in.

¢ May God have mercy on his soul l—
—we talk not of him now.—What I would
know of ye, my brethren, is, whether I have,
in your mind, faithfully discharged the du_
ties of mine office

¢¢ There has never been subject of-coms
plaint,” answered the Sub-.Prior.
" The Sacristan, more diffuse, enumerated
the various acts of indulgence and kindness
which the mild government of Abbot Bo-
niface had conferred on the brotherhood of
Saint Mary’s—the indulgentie—the gra-
- tias—the biberes—the weekly mess of boil-
ed almonds—the enlarged accommodation
of the refectory—thébetter arrangement of
the cellarage—the improvement of the re-
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venue of the Monastery-—thed;mmutmnof
the privations of the brethren.

. % You might have added, my brother,”
said the Abbot, listening with melancholy
acquiescence to the detail of.his own me-
rits, ¢¢ that I caused to be built that cu.
rious screes, which secureth the cloisters
from the north-eastern wind.—But all
these things avail nothing— As we read in
holy Machabee, Capta est civitas per volun-
tatem Dei. It hath cost me no little thought,
no common toil, to keep these weighty
matters in such order as you have seen
them—there was both barn and binn to be
kept full—Infirmary, dormitory, guest-hall,
and refectory, to be looked to— proces-
sions to be made, confessions to be beard,
strangers to be entertained, venie to be
granted or refused ; and I warrant me,
when every one of you was asleep in your
cell, the Abbot hath lain awake for a full
hour by the bell, thinking how. these matters
might be ordered seemly and suitably,”

« May we ask, reverend my lord,” said

¢
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the-Sub-Prior, . ¢ what additional care has -
now been thrown upon you, since your dis~
course seems to point that way 2>

¢¢ Marry, this it is,” said the Abbot. ¢« The
talk is not now of biberes, or of caritas, or.
of boiled almonds, but of an English band
coming against us from Hexham, com-
‘manded by Sir Jahn Foster ; nor is it of
the screening us from the east wind, but
,how to escape Lord James Stuart, who
.cometh to lay waste and destroy with his
‘heretic soldiers.”
_ “Ithought that purpose had been. bro-
ken by the feud between. Semple and the
Kennedies,” said the Sub-Prior, hastily.

«.They have accorded that matter at
expence of the church as usual,” said the
Abbot ;. ¢ the Earl of Cassilis is to have
the tiend sheaves of his lands, which were
given to the house of Lorseregal and he
has stricken hands with Stuart, who is
now called Murray.— Principes convenerunt
unum adversus Dominum.—There are the
letters.”
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The Sub-Prior took the ‘letters, which

had come by express messenger from the

Primate of Scotland, 'who:st'iﬂ‘ 1aboured to
uphold the tottering fabric of the system
under which he was at length buried, and
stepping towards the lamp, read them with
an air of deep and settled attention—the
Sacristan and Father Nicotas looked as help-
lessly at each other, as the denizens of the
poultry-yard when the hawk soars over it.
‘The Abbot seemed bowed down with the
extremity of sorrowful apprehension, but
kept his eye timorously fixed on the Sub-
Prior, as if striving to catch some comfort
from the expression of his countenariée.
"When at length he beheld that, after a
second intent perusal of the letters, he re-
mained still silent and full of thought, he
asked him in an anxious tone, ¢¢ What is to
be done 7 . '

¢ Our duty must be done,” answered the
Sub-Prior, ¢ and the rest is in the hands of
God.”
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" ¢ Our duty—our duty,” answered the
Abbot impatiently ; ¢ doubtless we are to
do our duty, but what is that duty ? or how
will it serve us?—Will bell, book, and
candle drive back the English heretics ?
or will Murray care for psalms and anti.
phonars ? or can I fight for the Halidome,
like Judas Maccabeus, against those pro-
fane Nicanors ? or send the Sacristan against
this new Holofernes, to brmg back his head
in a basket -

« True, my Lord Abbot,” said the Sub-
Prior, ** we cannot fight with carnal wea-
pons, it is alike contrary to our habit and
vow ; but we can die for our Convent and
for our Order. Besides, we can arm those
who will and can fight. The English are
but few in number, trusting, it would seem,
that they will be joined by Murray, whose
march has been interrupted. If Foster,
with his Cumberland and Hexhamshire
bandits, ventures to march'into Scotland,
to pillage and despoil our House, we will

K2
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levy our vassals, and, I trust, will be found
strong enough to give him battle.”

¢ In the blessed name of Our Lady,”
said the Abbot, ¢« think you that 1 am Pe-
trus Eremita, to go farth the leader of an
host ?”

. ¢¢ Nay,” said the Sub-Prior, « let some
man skilled in war lead our people—there
is Julian Avenel, an approved soldier.”

« But a scoffer, a debauched person, and,

in brief, a man of Belial,” quoth the Ab-
bot. ; o -
s« Still,” said the Monk, ¢ we must use
- his ministry in that to which he has been
brought up. We can guerdon him richly,
and indeed I already know the price of his
service. The English, it is expected, will
presently set forth, hoping here to seize
upon Piercie Shafton, whese refuge being
taken with us, they make the pretext of this
unheard.of inroad,” ~

¢ It is even so,” said the Abbot, “l

never judged that his-body of satin and his
brain of feathers boded us much good.”
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. «-Yet we must have his assistance, if po:-
sible,” said the Sub-Prior ; * he may inte-
rest in our behalf the great Piercie,.of whose
friendship he boasts, and that geod and
faithful Lord may break Foster’s purposc.
I will dispatch that. jack-man after him
with all speed.—Chiefly, however, I trust
to the military spirit of the land, which will
not suffer peace to be broken on the fron-
tier with patience. Credit me, my lord, it
will bring to our side the hands of many,
whose hearts may have gone astray after
strange doctrines. - The great chiefs and
barons.will be ashamed to let the vassals
of peaceful monks fight unaided.against the
old enemies.of England,”

- ¢¢ It may be,” said the Abbot, ¢ that
Foster will wait for Murray, whose pur-
pose hitherward is but delayed for a short
space.”
¢¢ By the rood, he will not,” said the Sub- .
Prior ; ¢ we know this Sir John Foster—a
pestilent_heretic, he will long to destroy.
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the church—born a Borderer, he will thirst
to plunder her of her wealth__a Border-war-
den, he will be eager to ride in Scotland.
There are too many causes to urge him on.
If he joins with Murray, he will have at
best but an auxiliary’s share of the spoil—
if he comes hither before him, he will
reckon on the whole harvest of depredation
as his own. Julian Avenel also has, as I
have heard, some spite against Sir" John
Foster ; they will fight when they meet
with double determination. Sacristan, send
for our bailifft—Where is the roll of fenci.
ble men liable to do suit and service to the
Halidome ?—Send off to the Baron of Mei-
gallot ; he can raise threescore horse and
better—Say to him the Monastery will
compound with him for the customs of his
- bridge, which have been in controversy,
if he will shew himself a friend at such a
_point.—And now, my lord, let us compute
our possible numbers, and those of the ene-
my, that human blood be not spilled in
vain—Let us therefore calculate”
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« My brain is dizzied with the emer-
gency,” said the poor Abbot—* I am not,
I think, more a coward than others, so -
far as my own person is concerned ; but
speak to me of marching and collecting
soldiers, and calculating forces, and you
may as well tell of it to the youngest no.
vice of a nunnery, But my resolution is
taken. Brethren,” he said, rising up and
coming forward with that dignity which
his comely person enabled him to assume,
¢ hear for the last time the voice of your
Abbot Boniface. I have done for you the
best that I could; in quieter times I had
perhaps done better, for it was for quiet
that I sought the cloister, which has been
to me a place of turmoil,. as much as if I
had sate in the receipt of custom, or ridden
forth as leader of an armed host. But now
matters turn worse and worse, and I, as I
grow old, amless able to struggle with
them. Also, it becomes me not to hold a
place, whereof the duties, through my de:
fault or misfortune, may be but imperfect-
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ly filled by me. Wherefore I have resolved:
to demit this mine high office, so that the or-
der of these matters may presently devolve
upon Father Eustatius here present, our
well-beloyed Sub-Prior ;. and I now rejoice
that he hath not been provided. according
to his merits elsewhere, seeing that 1 well
hope he will succeed to the mitre and staff
which it is my present purpose to lay down.”
- ¢¢ In the name of Our Lady, do nothing
hastily, my lord,” said Father Nicholas—
¢¢. 1 do remember that when the worthy
Abbot Ingilram, being in his ninetieth
year, for I warrant you he could remember
when Benedict the Thirteenth was depo-
sed, and being ill at ease and bed-fast, the
brethren rounded in his ear that he were
better resign his office And what said he,
being a pleasant man ? marry, that while he
could crook his little finger, he would keep
bold of the crosier with it.”
‘The Sacristan also strongly remonstrated
against the resolution of his Superior, and
set down the insufficiency he pleaded to
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the native modesty of his disposition. The
Abbot listened in downcast silence’; even
flattery could not win his ear.

Father Eustace took a nobler tone with
his disconcerted and dejected Superior.
¢“ My Lord Abbot,” he said, * if I have
been silent concerning the virtues with
which you have governed this house, do
not think I amn unaware of them. I know
that no man ever brought to your high of-
fice a more sincere wish to do well to-all
mankind ; and if your rule has not been
marked with the bold lines which some-
times distinguished your spiritual predeces-
sors, their fanlts have equally been stran.
gers to your character.” )

¢¢ I did not believe,” said the Abbot,
turning his looks to Father Eustace with
some surprise, *“ that you, father, of all men,
would have done me this justice.”

¢ In your absence,” said the Sub-Prior, «I
have even done it more fully. Do net lose
the good opinion which all men entertain



232 THE MONASTERY.

of you, by renouncing your office when
your care is most needed.”

« But, my brother,” said the Abbot, ¢ I
leave a more-able in my place.”

-« That you do not,” said Eustace ; * be-
‘cause it is not necessary you should resign,
in order to possess the use of whatever ex-
perience or talent I may be accounted
master of. I have been long enough in this
profession to know that the individual qua.
lities which any of us may possess, are net
his own, but the property of the Commu-
nity, and only so far useful when they pro-
mote the general advantage. If you care
not in person, my lord, to deal with this
troublesome matter, let me implore you to
go instantly to Edinburgh, and make what
friends’ you can in-our behalf, while I in
your absence will, as Sub.Prior, do my
duty in defence of the Halidome. If I sue-
ceed, may the honour and praise be yours,
and if I fail, let the dxsgrace and shame be
mine own.” '
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The Abbot mused for a space, and then
replied,—*¢ No, Father Eustatius, you shall
nbt conquer me by your generosity. In
Zxe-es like these, this house must have a

ronger pilotage than my weak hands af-
ford ; and he who steers the vessel must be
chief of the crew. Shame were it to ac-
cept the praise of other men’s labours; -
and, in my poor mind, all the praise which
can be bestowed on him who undertakes a
task so perilous and perplexing, is a meed
beneath .his merits. Misfortune to him
would deprive him of an iota of it! As.
sume, therefore, your authority to-night,
and proceed in the preparations you judge
necessary. Let the Chapter be summoned
to-morrow after we have heard mass, and
all shall be ordered as I have told you. Be-
nedicite,mybrethren !—peace be with you !
May the new Abbot-expectant sleep as
sound as he who is about to resign his mitre.”

They retired, affected even to tears. The
good Abbot had shewn a point of his cha-
“racter to which they were strangers. Even
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Father Eustace had held his spiritual supe-
rior hitherto as a good-humoured, indolent,
self-indulgent man, whose chief merit was
the absence of gross faults ; so- that this sa-
crifiee of power ta a sense of duty, even if
a little alloyed by the meaner motives of
fear and apprehended difficulties, raised
him considerably in the Sub-Prior’s estima-
tion. Heeven felt an aversion to profit by
the resignation of the Abbot Boniface, and
in a manner to rise on his ruins; but this
sentiment did not long contend with those
arising out of the good of the church. It
- could not be denied that Boniface was en-
tirely unfitted for his situation in the pre-
sent crisis, and that the Sub-Prior felt. that
hehimself, acting merely asadelegate, could
scarce take the decisive-measures which the
time required ; the weal of the Commumty
therefore demanded his elevation. If, be-
sides, there crept in a feeling of an high dig-
nity obtained; and the native exultation of a
haughty spirit called to contend with the im-
minent dangers attached. to.a: post. of such
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distinction, these sentiments were so cun-
ningly blended and amalgamated with
others of a more disinterested nature, that
as the Sub-Prior himself was unconscious of
their agency, we, who have a regard for
him, are not solicitous ta detectit. .
The Abbot-elect bore a more ample port
than formerly, when giving such directions
as the pressing circumstances of the times.
required ; and those who approached him
could. perceive an unusual kindling of his
falcon eye, and an unusual flush upon his
pale and faded cheek. With briefness and
precision he wrote and dictated various
letters. to different barons,  acquainting

" them with the meditated invasion. of the

Halidome by the English, and conjuring
them to lend aid and assistance as in a
common cause. The temptation of advan-
‘tage was held out to those whom he judged
less sensible of the cause of honour, and all
~were urged by the motives of patriotism
and ancient animosity to.the English. The
time had been when no such exhortations
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would have been necessary. But'so essen-
tial was Elizabeth’s aid to the reformed
party in Scotland, and so strong was that
party almost everywhere, that there was
reason to believe a great many would ob-
serve neutrality on the present occasiom,
even if they did not go the length of uni-
ting with the English against the Catholics.

When Father Eustace considered the
number of the immediate vassals of the
‘church whose aid he might legally com-
mand, his heart sunk at the thoughts of
ranking them under the banner of the fierce
‘and profligate Julian Avenel.

« Were the young enthusiast Halbert
'Glendinning to be found;” thought Father
‘Eustace in his anxiety, « 1 would have
risked the battle under his leading, young
-as he is, and with better hope of God’s
blessing. But the bailiff is now too in-
firm, nor know I a Chief of name whom I
might trust in this important matter better
than this Avenel”—He touched a bell
“ which stood on the table, and commanded
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Christie of the Clinthill to be brought be-
fore him.—<¢ Thou owest me a life,” said
he to that person on his entrance, ¢ and I
may do thee another good turn if thou
be’st sincere with me.” ,

Christie had already drained two stand-
ing-cups of wine, which would, on another
occasion, have added to the insolence of
his familiarity. But at present there was
something in the augmented dignity of
manner of Father Eustace, which imposed
a restraint on him. Yet his answers par.
took of his usual character of undaunted
assurance. He professed himself willing
to return a true answer to all enquiries,

« Has the Baron (so styled) of Avenel
< any friendship with Sir John Foster, war-
den of the west marches of England ” -

«s Such friendship as is between the wild
cat and the-terrier,” replied the rider.

<« Will he do battle with him should they
meet I , ) , :

« As surely,” replied Christi¢, “ as ever
cock fought on Shrove-tide-even.”

14
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«« And would he fight with Foster in the
Church’s quarrel ¥

“On any quarrel, or upon no 'quarrel
whatsoever,” answered the jack-man.

« We will then write to him, letting him
know, that if upon occasion of an appre-
hended incursion by Sir John Foster he will
agree to join his force with ours, he shall
1ead ouf men, and be gratified for doing so
to the extent of his wish. Yet one word
more—Thou didst say thou couldst find
out where the English knight Piercie Shaf
ton has this day fled to?”

- “¢ That I can, and bring him back too,
by fair means or force, as best likes your re-
verence.”

- «No force must be used upon him. With-
in ‘what time wilt thou find him out

« Within thirty hours, so he have not
crossed the Lothian firthwIf it is to do you
a pleasure, I will set off directly, and wind
himasa sleuth-dog tracksthe moss-trooper,”
answered Christie,
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- ¢ Bring him hither then, and thou wilt

deserve good at our hands, which I may.
soon have free means of bestowing on thee.”

« Thanks to your reverence, I put my-
self in your reverence’s hands. We of the:
spear and snafle walk something recklessly
through life ; but if a man were worse than
he is, your reverence knows he must live,
and that’s not to be done without shx&mg,
I trow.”

¢ Peace, 'sir, and begone on thine errand
—thou shakt have a letter from us' to S]r
Piercie.”

Christie made two steps towards the
door, then turning back and hesitating,
like one who would make an impertinent
pleasantry if he dared, he asked what he
was to do with the wench Mysie Happer,
whom the Southron knrght had carried off
with him.

« Am I to bring her hither, please your
reverence " ‘

« Hither, you malapert knave?” said the
_ s
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churchman; ¢ remember you to whom
you speak ?” .

« No offence meant,” replied Christie;
« but if such is not your will, I could carry
her to Avenel Castle, where a well-favour.
ed wench was never unwelcome.”

< Bring the unfortunate girl to her fa-
ther’s, and break no scurril jests here,” said
the Sub-Prior—¢ See that thou guide her
in all safety and honour.”

s« In safety, surely,” said the rider, ¢ and
in such honour as her out-break has left
her.—I bid your reverence farewell, I must
be on horse before cock-crow.”

« What, in the dark ?—how knowest
tbou which way to go ‘

« I tracked the knight's horse-tread as
far as near to the ford, as we rode along
together,” said Christie, ¢ and I observed
the track turn to the northward. He is for
" Edipburgh I will warrant you—so soon as
. day-light comes I will be on the road again,
It is -a kenspeckle hoof-mark, for the shoe
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was made by old Eckie of Cannobie—I
would swear to the curve of the cawker.”
So saying, he departed.

¢ Hateful necessity,” said Father Eus-
tace, looking after him, ¢ that makes ne-
cessary such implements as these. But,.
assailed as we are on all sides, and by all
conditions of men, what alternative is left
us 2—DBut now let me to my most needful
task.” »
The Abbot elect accordingly sate down
to write letters, arrange orders, and take
upon him the whole charge of an institu-
tion which tottered to its fall, with the
same spirit of proud and devoted fortitude
wherewith the commander of a fortress,
reduced nearly to the last extremity, cal-
culates what means remain to him to pro-
tract the fatal hour of successful storm.
In the meanwhile Abbot Boniface, having
given a few natural sighs to the downfall -
of the pre-eminence he had so long enjoy-

VOL. 1IL. L '
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ed amongst his brethren, fell fast asleep,
leaving the whole cares and toils of office
to his assistant and successor. '
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CHAPTER X,

And when he came to broken briggs,
He slack’d his bow and swam ;

And when he came to grass growing,
Let down his feet and ran.

Gil Morrice.

WE return to Halbert Glendinning, who,
as our readers may remember, took the
high road to Edinburgh. His intercourse
with the preacher Henry Warden, from
whom he received a lettéer at the moment
of his deliverance, had been so brief that
he had not even learned the name of the
nobleman to whose care he was recom-
mended. Something like a name had been
spoken indeed, but he had only compre-
hended that he was to meet the chief ad-
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vancing towards the south, at the head of .
a party of horse. When day dawned on -
his journey, he was in the same uncertain-
- ty. A better scholar would have been in- -
formed by the address of the letter, but .
Halbert had not so far profited by Father
Eustace’s lessons as to be able to decypher -
it. His mother-wit “taught him that he
must not, in these uncertain times, be too
Irasty in asking information of any one, and
~ when, after along day’s journey, night sur-
prised him near a little village, he began to
be uncertain, and anxious concerning the
issue of his journey.

In a poor country, hospitality is gene-
rally exercised freely, and Halbert, when
he requested a night’s quarters, did no-
~ thing either degrading or extraordinary.
The old woman, to whom he made this
request, granted it the more readily that
she thought she saw some resemblance
between Halbert and her son Saunders,
who had been killed in one of the frays so
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common in the time.- It is true, Saunders
was a short, square-made fellow, with red
hair and a freckled face, and somewhat
bandy-legged, whereas the stranger was of
a brown complexion, tall, and remarkably
well made. Nevertheless, the widow was
clear that there existed a general resem-
blance betwixt her guest and Saunders, and
‘kindly pressed him to take share of her
evening cheer, A pedlar, a man of about
forty years old, was also her guest, who
talked with great feeling of the misery of
pursuing such a profession as his in the
time of war and tumult. '

“ We think much of knights and sol-
diers,” said he ; ¢¢ but the pedder-coffe who
travels the land has need of more courage
than them all. I am sure he maun face mair
risk, God help him. Here have I come this
length, trusting the godly Earl of Moray
would be on his march to the Borders, for
he was to have guestened with the Baron
of Avenel ; and instead of that comes news -
that he has gone westlandways about some
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tuilzie in Ayrshire. And what to do I wot
- not; for if I go to the south without a

safeguard, the next bonny rider I meet
" might ease me of sack and pack, and may-
be of my life to boot ; and then, if I try
to strike across the moors, I may be as ill
off before I can join myself to that good
Lord’s company.”
" No one was quicker at catchxng a hint
than Halbert Glendinning. He said he |
himself had a desire to go westward. The
pedlar looked at him with a very doubt.
ful air, when the old dame, who perhaps
thought her young guest resembled the
umqubhile Saunders, not only in his looks,
but in a certain pretty turn to slight-of-
“ hand, which the defunct was suppoeed to
have possessed, tipped him the wink, and
assured the pedlar he need have no doubt
that her young cousin was a true man.

¢ Cousin !” said the pedlar, ¢ I thought
you said this youth had been a stranger.”
+ ¢ Il hearing makes ill rehearsing,” said
the landlady ; « he is a stranger to me by
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eye-sight, but that does not make him a
-~ stranger to ‘me by blood, more especially
seeing his-likeness to my son Saunders,
poor bairn.” :

The pedlars scru ples and jealousies being
thus removed, or at least silenced, the tra-
vellers agreed that they would proceed in
company together the next morning by day-
break, the pedlar acting as a guide to Glen-
dinning, and the youth as a guard to the
pedlar, until they should fall in with Mo-
ray’s detachment of horse. It would ap-
pear that the landlady never doubted what
was to be the event of this compact, for,
taking Glendinning aside, she charged him
« to be moderate with the poor body, but
at all events, not to forget to take a piece
of black say, to make the auld wife a new
rokelay.” - Halbert laughed and took his
leave. _
- It did not a little appal the pedlar, when;
_in the midst of a bleak heath, the young
man told him the nature of the commission
with which their hostess had charged him.
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He took heart, however, upon'seeing the
open, frank, and friendly demeanour of the

youth, and vented his exclamations on the

ungrateful old traitress. ¢ I give her,” he
said, ¢ yester-e’en, nae farther gane; a yard
of that very black say, to. make her a
couvre-chef'; but I see it iill done to teach
the cat the way to the kirn.”

Thus at ease on the mtentwns of his
companion, for in those happy days the
worst was always to be expected from a
stranger, the pedlar acted as Halbert's
guide over moss and moor, over -hill and
many a dale, in such a direction -as might
best lead them towards the route of Mo-
ray’s party. At length they -arrived upor
the side of an eminence, which command-:
ed a distant prospect over a tract of savage
and desolate moorland, marshy and- waste
—an alternate change of shingly hill and
level morass, only varied by blue ‘stagnant
pools of water. A scarce marked road:
winded like a serpent through this wilder.
ness, and the pedlar, pointing to it, said—

e et et ore e rv—a  ww v am -
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¢ The road from Edinburgh to Glasgow.
Here we must wait, and if Moray and his .
train be not already passed by, we shall
soon see trace of them, unless some new
purpose shall have altered their resolution ;
for in these blessed days no man, were he
the nearest the throne, as the Earl of Mo-
ray may be, knows when he lays his head
on his pillow at night where it is to lie upon
the following even.”

They paused accordingly, and sate down,
the mendicant cautiously using for a seat
the box which contained his treasures, and
not concealing from his companion that he
wore under his cloak a pistolet hanging at
his belt in case of need. He was courteous
however, and offered Halbert a share of
the provisions which he carried about him
for refreshment. They were of the coarsest
kind—oat-bread baked into cakes, oat-meal
slaked with cold water, an onion or two,
and a morsel of smoked ham, completed
the feast. But such as it was, no Scots-
man of the time, had his rank been much

‘L2
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higher than that of Glendinning, would
. have refused to share in it, especially as the
pedlar produced, with a mysterious air, a
tup’s-horn, which he carried slung from his
shoulders, and which, when its contents
. were examined, produced to each pariy a
clam-shell-full of excellent usquebaugh—a
liquor strange to Halbert, for the strong
waters known in the south of Scotland
came from France, and in fact were but
rarely used. The pedlar recommended
it as excellent, said he had procured it in
'his last visit to the braes of Doune, where
he had safely traded under the safe-con-
-duct of the Laird of Buchanan. He also
set an example to Halbert, by devoutly
emptying the cup ¢ to the speedy downfall
-of Anti-christ.”
© Their conviviality was scarce ended' ere
l fansmg dust was seen on the road of which
-they commanded the prospect, and half a
“score of horsemen were dimly descried ad-
-vancing-at considerable speed, their casques
: glancing, and the points of their spears
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twinkling, as they caught.'a glimpse of the
sun. -

“ These,” said tbe pedlar, ¢ must be the
out-scourers of Moray’s party ; let us lie
down in the peat,.hagg, and keep ourselves
. out of sight.” .

.% And why so ?”.said Halbert ; ¢ let us
rather go down and make a sngnal to
them.” :

- ¢ God forbid !* rephed the pedlar ; < do
you ken so ill the customs of our Scottish
nation ! That plump of spears that -are
spurring on so fast will be commanded by
some wild kinsman of Morton, or some such
daring fear-nothing as.neither regards God
nor man. It is their business, if they meet
with any enemies, to pick quarrels, and clear
‘the way of them ; and the chief knows no-
thing what happens, coming up with his
more discreet and moderate friends, it may
be a full mile in the rear. Were we to go
near these lads of the laird’s belt, your let-
ter would do you little good, and my pack
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would do me mickle black ill ; they. would
tirl every steek of claithes from our backs;
fling ‘us into ‘a moss-hagg with a stone at
our heels, naked as the hour that brought
us into this cumbered and sinful world, and
neither Moray nor any other man ever the
wiser. But if he did come to ken.of'it,
what might he help it ?—it were accounted
a mere mistake, and there were all the
moan made. O credit me, youth, that when
men draw cold steel on-each other in their
native country, they neither can nor may
dwell deeply on the offences of those: whose

- swords are useful to them.” .

They suffered therefore the vanguard,

it might be termed; of the Earl of Moray's
host to pass forward ; and it was not long
until a denser cloud of dust began to. arise:
to the northward. :

-« Now,” said the pedlar, “ now. let' us
hurry down the hill ; for to tell the truth,®
said he, dragging Halbert along earnestly,
¢ a Scottish noble’s march is like a serpeat
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—~the hedd i8 furnished with fangs, and the
tail hath its sting, the- only harmless point
of access is the main-body.”

“ I wil] hasten as fast as you will,” said
the youth, “ but tell me why the rearward
of such an army should be as dangerous as
the van ?" ' '

“ Because, as the van-guard consists of
their picked wild desperates, resolute for
mischief, such as neither fear God mnor re-
gard their fellow-creatures, but understand
themselves bound to hurry from the road
whatsoever is displeasing to themselves, so
the rear-guard consists of mis-proud ser-
ving men, who, being in charge of the
baggage, take care to amend by their ex-
actions -upon travelling merchants and
others, their own thefts on their master’s
property. You will hear the advanced en-
Jfune perdus, a3 the French call: them,. and
so they are indeed, namely, children of the
fall, singing unclean and fulsome ballads of
sin and harlotrie. And then will come on
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the middle-ward, when you will hear can.
ticles and -psalms sung by ‘the reforming
nobles, and the gentry, and honest and
pious clergy, by whom they are accompa-
nied. And last of all,. you will find in the
rear a legion of godless lacqueys and pal-
freniers, and horse-boys, talking of nothing
but dicing, drinking, and drabbing.”

As the pedlar spoke, they had reached
the side of the high.road, and Moray’s
main body was in sight, consisting of about
three hundred horse, marching with great
regularity, and in a closely compacted body.
Some of the troopers wore the liveries of
their masters, but this was not common.

‘Most of them were dressed in such co-
lours as chance dictated. But the majori-
‘ty, being clad in blue cloth, and the whole
armed with cuirass and back-plate, with
sleeves of mail, gauntlets, and poldrooens,
and either mailed hose or strong jack-boots,
they had something of an uniform appear-
ance. Many of the leaders were clad in
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complete armour, and all in a certain half
military dress, which no man of quality in
these disturbed times ever felt himself suf-
ficiently safe to abandon.

The foremost of this party immediately
‘rode up to the pedlar and to Halbert Glen-
dinning, and demanded of them who they
were. The pedlar told his story, the young
Glendinning exhibited his letter, which a
gentleman carried to Moray.- In an in-
stant after, the word ¢ Halt!” was given
through the squadron, and at once the on-
-ward heavy tramp, which seemed the most
- distinctive attribute of the body, ceased,
and was heard no more. The command
was announced that the troop should halt
here for an hour to refresh themselves and
-their horses. The pedlar was assured of -
~safe protection, and accommodated with
-the use of a baggage horse. But at the
-same time he was ordered into the rear; a
command which he reluctantly obeyed, and
not without wringing pathetically the hand
of Halbert as he separated from him.,
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The young heir of Glendearg was in the
meanwhile conducted to a plot of gronnd
more raised, and therefore drier than the ‘
rest of the moor. Here a carpet was flung
on the ground- by way of table-cloth, and
around it sate the leaders of the party, par-
taking of an entertainment as coarse, with
relation to their rank, as that which Glen-
dinning had so lately shared, might at pre-
.sent seem to men of his degree. Moray
himself rose as ie came forward, and ad-
vanced a step ta meet him. This celebra-
ted person had in his person, as well as in
his mind, much of the admirable qualities
of James V., his father. Had not the stain
of illegitimacy rested upon his birth, he
would have filled the Scottish throne with
as much honour as any of*the Stuart race.
. But History, while she acknowledges his

- high talents, and much that was princely,
nay, royal, in his conduct, eannot; forget
that ambition led him further than honour
or loyalty warranted. ‘Brave amongst the
bravest, fair in presence and in favour, skil-
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ful te manage the most intricate affairs, to
attach to himself those who were doubtful,
to stun and overwhelm, by the suddenness
and intrepidity of his enterprizes, those
who were resolute in resistance, he attain-
ed, and as to personal merit certainly deser-
ved, the highest place in the kingdom. But
he abused, under the influence of strong
temptation, the opportunities which his sis-
ter Mary’s misfortunes and imprudence
threw in his way; he supplanted his so-
vereign and benefactress in her power, and
his history affords us one of those mixed
characters, in which principle was so often
sacrificed to policy, that we must condemn
- the statesman while we pity and regret the
individual.  Many events in his life: coun-,
tenance the charge that he himself aimed
at the crown ; and it is too true, that he
countenanced the fatal expedient of esta-
blishing an ‘English, that.is, a foreign and
an- hostile interest, in: the councils.of Scot-,
land. But his death may be rqceiyéd as.an.
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atonement for his offences, and may serve
to shew how much more safe is the person
of a real patriot, than that of the mere head
of a faction, who is accounted answerable
for the offences of his meanest attend-
ants. ' :
When Moray approached, the young rus-
tic was naturally abashed at the dignity of
his presence. The commanding form, and
. the countenance to which high and impor-
tant thoughts were familiar, the features
" which bore the resemblance of Scotland’s
long line of kings, were well calculated to
impress awe and reverence. His dress had
little to distinguish him from the high-born
nobles and barons by whom he was attend-
ed. A buffcoat, fairly embroidered with
silken lace, supplied the place of armour;
and a massive gold chain, with its medal,
bung round his neck. His black velvet
bonnet was decorated with a string of large
and fair pearls, and with a small tufted fea-
ther ; a long heavy sword was girt to his
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side, as the familiar companion of his hand ;
he wore gilded spurs on his boots, and
.these completed his equipage.
¢ This letter,” he said, ¢ is from the god-
‘ly preacher of the word Henry Warden,
young man—is it not so?” Halbert an-
swered.in the affirmative. "« And he writes
to us, it would seem, in some strait, and
refers us to you for the circumstances. -
Let us know, I pray you, how things stand
with him.”

In some perturbation Halbert Glendin-
ning gave an account of the circumstances
which had accompanied the preacher’s im-
prisonment. When he came to the discus-
sion of the kandfasting engagement, he was
struck with the ominous and displeased ex-
preséion of Moray’s brows, and, contrary to
all prudential and politic rule, seeing some-
thing was wrong, yet not well aware what
that something was, had almost stopped

“short in his narrative.

¢ What ails the fool ?” said the Earl
drawing his dark-red eye-brows ‘together,
while the same dusky glow kindled on his
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brow—¢ Hast thou not learned to tell a
true tale without stammering ?”

% So please you,” answered Halbert with
- considerable address, 1 have never betore
- spoken in such a presence.”

« He seems a modest. youth,” said Mo-
ray, turning' to his next attendant, ¢ and
yet one who in a good cause will neither
fear friend nor foe.—Speak on, friend, and
speak freely.” v

Halbert then gave an account of the
quarrel betwixt Julian Avenel and the
preacher, which the Earl, biting his lip the
while, compelled himself to listen to as a
thing of indifference. At first he appeared
even to take the part of the Baron.

¢ Henry Warden,” he said, « is too hot
in his zeal. The law both of God and man
maketh allowance for certain alliances,
though net strictly formal, and the issue of

- such may succeed.”

This general declaration he expressed,
accompanying it with a glance around upon
the few followers who were present at this
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interview. The most of them answered—
“ there is no contravening that ;” but one
or two looked on the ground and were si-
lent, Moray then looked again at Glen-
dinning, commanding him to say on what
next chanced, and not to omit any parti-
cular. When he mentioned the manner in
which Julian had cast from him his con-
cubine, Moray drew a deep breath, set
his teeth hard, and laid his hand on the
hilt of his dagger. Casting his eyes once
more around the circle, which was now
augmented by one or two of the reform-
ed preachers, he seemed to devour his
rage in silence, and again commanded Hal-
bert to proceed. When he came to de-
scribe how -Warden had been dragged to a
dungeon, the Earl seemed to have found
the point at which he might give vent to
his own resentment, secure of the sympathy
and approbation of all who were present.
<« Judge you,” he said, lookmg to" those
around him, ¢ judge’ you, my peers and
noble gentlemen of Scotland, betwixt me
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and this Julian Avenel—he hath broken
his own word, and hath violated my safe-
conduct—and judge you also, my reverend
brethren, he hath put his hand forth upon
a preacher of the gospel, and perchance
may sell his blood to the worshippers of
Anti- Christ.”

¢ Let him die the death of a traitor,”
~ said the secular chiefs, « and let his tongue
be struck through with the hangman’s fiery
iron to avenge his pefjury.”

¢ Let him go down to his place with
Baal’s priests,” said the preachers, ¢ and be
his ashes cast into Tophet.”

Moray heard them with the smile of ex-
pected revenge; yet it is probable that the
brutal treatment of the female, whose cir-"

- cumstances somewhat resembled those of
the Earl’s own mother, had its own share
in the grim smile which curled his sun-burnt
cheek and his haughty lip. To Halbert
Glendinning, when his narrative was finish.
ed, he spoke with great kindness.

-¢ He is a bold and gallant youth,” said
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he to those around, * and formed of the
stuff which becomes a bustling time. There
are periods when men’s spirits shine bravely
through them. I will know something more
of him.”

' He questioned him more particularly
concerning the Baron of Avenel’s probable
forces—the strength of his castle—the dis.
positions of his next heir, and this brought
necessarily forward the sad history of his
brother’s daughter, Mary Avenel, which
was told with an embarrassment that did
not escape Moray.

<« Ha! Julian Avenel,” he said, « and do
you provoke my resentment, when you have
so much more reason to deprecate my jus-
tice! I knew Walter Avenel, a true Scots-
-man and a good soldier. Our sister, the
Queen, must right his daughter ; and were
her land restored, she would be a fitting
bride to some brave man who may better
merit our favour than the traitor Julian.”—
Then looking at Halbert, he said, « Art
thou of gentle blood, young man

12



264 THE MONASTERY.

" Halbert, with a faultering.and uncertain
voice, began to speak .of his distant preten-
‘gions to claim a descent from the.ancient
Glendonwynes of Galloway,. when Moray
interrupted him with a smile. ) v
- % Nay—nay—Ileave pedigrees teo bards
and heralds. In our days, each man. is the
son of his own deeds.. The glorious light
of reformation hath shone alike on prince
and peasant ; and peasant as well as prince
may be illustrated by_fighting in its de.
fence. Itis a stirring world, where all may
advance themselves who have stout hearts
_and strong arms. Tell me frankly why thou
. ‘hast left thy father’s house.” .

Halbert Glendinning made a frank con-
fession of his duel .with Piercie Shafton,
and mentioned his supposed death.

« By my hand,” said Moray, * thou art
‘a bold sparrow-hawk to match thee so early
‘with such akite as Piercie Shafton. Queen
~Elizabeth would give her glove filled with
gold crowns to know that meddling cox-

C 5. _
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comb to be under the sod. Would she not,
Morten 2"+ '

« Ay, by my word, and esteem her glove
a better gift than the crowns,” replied Mor-
ton. .
~ ¢ But what shall we do with this young
homicide,” said Moray ; ¢ what will our
preachers say ?”

¢« Tell them of Moses and of Benaiah,”
said Morton; ¢ it is but the smiting of an
Egyptian when all is said out.”

“ Let it be so,” said Moray, laughing;
¢¢ but we will bury the tale as the prophet
did the body in the sand. I will take care
of this swankie.—Be near to us, Glendin-
ning, since that is thy name.. We retain
thee as a squire of our household. The
master of our horse will see thee fully
equipped and armed.”

During the expedition which he was now
engaged in, Moray found several opportu.
nities of putting Glendinning’s courage and
presence of mind to the test, and he began

VOL. IIL M
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to rise so rapidly in his esteem, that those
who knew the Earl considered the youth’s
fortune as certain. One step only was
wanting to raise him to a still higher de-
gree of confidence and favour—it was .the
abjuration of the Popish religion. - The
. ministers who attended upon Moray, and
formed his chiefsupportamongstthepeople,
found an easy convert in Halbert Glendin-
ning, who, from the beginning of his life,
had never felt much devotion towards the
Catholic faith, and who listened eagerly to
more reasonable views of religion. By thus
adopting the faith of his master, he became
still nearer to him, and was constantly about
his person during his prelonged stay in the
west of Scotland, which the intractability
of those whom the Earl had te deal with,
protracted from day te day, and week to
week, -
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CHAPTER XI.

Faint the din of battle bray’d
Distant down the hollow wind ;
War and terror fled before,
Wounds and death were left behind.
PENROSE.

' THE autumn of the year was well advan- °
ced, when the Earl of Morton, one morning,
rather unexpectedly, entered the anticham-
bed of Moray, in which Halbert Glendm-
ning was in waiting. : )

« Call your master, Halbert,” said the
Earl ; «“ 1 have news for him from Teviot-
dale ; and for you too, Glendinning.” -

“ News ! news! my Lord of Moray !” he’
exclaimed at the door of the Earl's' bed-
room, “ come forth instantly.” The Earl
appeared, and greeted his ally, demanding
eagerly his tidings.

“ I have had a sure friend with me from
the south,” said Morton ; “ he has been at
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Saint Mary’s Monastery, and brings impor-
tant tidings.” ’

« Of what complection ?” said Moray,
“ and can you trust the bearer ?”

« He is faithful, on my life,” said Mor-
ton; “I wish all around your Lordship
may prove equally so.”

- “ At what, and whom, do you point ?”
said Moray.

« Here is the Egyptian of trusty Halbert
Glendinning, our Southland Moses, come
alive again, and flourishing, gay and bright
as ever, in that Teviotdale Goshen, the Ha-
lidome of Kennaqubhair.”

“ What mean you, my lord ?” said Mo-
ray.

« Only that yournew henchman has put
a false tale upon you. Piercie Shafton
is alive and well ; by the same token that.
the gull is thought to be detained there
by love to a miller'’s daughter, who roamed
the country with him in disguise.”

« Glendinning,” said Moray, bending his
brow into his darkest frown, « thou hast
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not, I trust, dared to bring me a lie- in thy
mouth, in order to win my confidence.”

« My lord,” said Halbert, “ I am inca-
pable of a lie. I should choke on one were
my life to require that I pronounced it.
I say, that this sword of my father was
through the body—the point came out
behind his back—the hilt pressed upon
his breast-bone. And I will plunge it as
deep in the body of any ‘one who shall
dare to charge me with falsehood.”

« How, fellow !” said Morton, * wouldst
thou beard a nobleman ?” '

“ Be silent, Halbert,” said Moray, * and
you, my Lord of Morton, forbear him. I
see truth written on his brow.”

- « I wish the inside of the manuscript
may correspond with the superscription.
Look to it, my lord, you will one day lose
your life by too much confidence.”

« And you will lose your friends by be-
ing . too readily suspicious,” answered Mo-
ray. “ Enough of this—let me hear thy
tidings.”
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- ¢ Sir John Foster,” said Morton, “ is to
send a party  into Scotland to waste the
Halidome.” ..

“ How ! without waiting my presence
and permission ?” said Moray— he is mad
—Will he come as enemy into the Queen’s
country ?*

“ He has Ehzabeth’s express orders,” an-
stvered Morton, “ and they are not to be
trifled with. Indeed, his march has been
more than once projected and laid aside du-
ring the time we have been here, and has
caused much alarm at Kennaquhair. Bo-
niface, the old Abbot, has resighed, and
whom think you they have chosen in his
place?”

- “No one surely, said Moray; « they
would presume to hold no election until the
Queen’s pleasure and mine were known ?”

Morton shrugged his shoulders—* They
have chosen the pupil of old Cardinal Bea-
toun, that wily determined champion of
Rome, the bosom-friend of our busy Pri-
mate of Saint Andrew’s. Eustace, late the
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-Sub-Prior of Kennaqubhair, is now its Ab-
bot, and, like a second Pope Julius, islevy-
ing men and making musters to ﬁght with
‘Foster if-he comes forward.” '
- “'We must prevent that meeting,” said
Moray hastily ; « which ever party wins
-the day, it were a fatal encounter for us— -
Who commands the troop of the Abbot ?”
« Our faithful old friend, Julian Avenel,
nothing less,” answered Morton. |
“¢ Glendinning,” said Moray, “ sound
* trumpets to kiorse directly, and let all who
love us get on horseback without delay—
Yes, my lord, this were indeed a fatal
dilemina.’ If we take part with our Eng-
lish friends, the eountry will cry shame on
us—the very old wives will attack us with
their rocks and distaffs—the very stones of
the street will rise up against us—we can-
not set our face to such a deed of mfamy
And my sister, whose confidence I already
have such difficulty in preserving, will al-
together withdraw it from me. Then, were
we to oppose the English Warden, Eliza-
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beth would call it a protecting of her ene-
mies and what not, and we should lose
her.”

“ The she dragon,” sald Morton, “is the
best card in our pack, and yet I would not
willingly stand still and see English blades
~ carve Scots flesh—What say you to loiter-
ing. by the way, marching fair and easy for
fear of spoiling our horses? They might
then fight dog fight bull, fight Abbot fight
archer, and o one could blame us for what
chanced when we were not present.”

« All would blame us, James Douglas,”
replied Moray ; ¢ we should lose both sides
—we had better advance with the utmost
celerity, and do what we can to keep the
peace betwixt them.—I would the nag that -
brought Piercie Shafton hither had broken
his neck over the highest heuch in Northum-
berland !—He is a proper coxcomb to make
all this bustle about, and to occasion per-
haps a national war.”

“ Had we known in txme,’?, said Douglas,
“ we might have had him privily waited up-
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onaslie entered the Borders; there are strap-
ing lads enough would have rid us of him for
the lucre of his spur-whang. But to the sad-
'dle, James Stuart, since so the phrase goes.
I hear your trumpets sound to horse and
away—we shall soon see which nag is best
breathed.”

Followed by a train of about three hun-
dred well mounted men-at-arms, these two
powerful barons directed their course to
Dumfries, and from thence eastward to Te-
viotdale, marching at a rate, which, as Mor-
ton had foretold, soon disabled a good many
of their horses, so that when they approach
ed the scene of expected action, there were
not above two hundred of their train remain-
ing in a body, and of these most were
mounted on steeds which had been sorely
jaded. -

They had hitherto been amused and
agitated by various reports concerning the
advance of the English soldiers, and the
degree of resistance which the Abbot was
able to oppose to them. But when they

M2
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were six or seven miles from Saint Mary’s
of Kennaquhair, a gentleman of the coun-
try, whom Moray had summoned to attend
him, and on whose intelligence he knew he
could rely, arrived at the head of two or
three servants, “ bloody with spurring, fiery
red with haste.” According to his report,
Sir John Foster, after several times an-
nouncing, and as often delaying his intend-
ed incursion, had at last been so stung with
the news that Piercie Shafton was openly
residing within the Halidome, that he de-
termined to execute the commands of his
mistress, which directed him, at every
risk, to make himself master of the Eu-
phuist’s person. The Abbot’s unceasing
exertions had collected a body of men al-
most equal in number to those of the Eng-
lish Warden, but less practised in arms.
They were united under the command of
Julian Avenel, and it was apprehended they
would join battle upon the banks of a small
stream which forms the verge of-the Hali-
dome. : :
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- < 'Who knows the place ?” said Moray.

« I do, my lord,” answered Glendin-
ning.

«>Tis well,” said the Earl ; « take a score
of the best-mounted horse—make what
haste thou canst, and announce to them
that I am coming up instantly with a
strong power, and will cut to pieces, with-
out mercy, whichever party strikes the first
blow.—Davidson,” said he, to the gentle-
man who brought the intelligence, « thou
shalt be my guide. Hie thee on, Glendin-
ning—Say to Foster, I conjure him, as he
respects his Mistress’s service, that he will
leave the matter in my hands. Say to the
Abbot, I will burn the Monastery over his
head, if he strikes a stroke till I come—Tell
the dog, Julian Avenel, that he hath al-
ready one deep score to settle with me—I
will set his head on the top of the highest
pinnacle of Saint Mary’s if he presume to
open another. Make haste, and spare the
spur, for fear of spoiling horse-flesh.”

« Your bidding shall be obeyed, my

o L
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lord,” said Glendinning ; and chusing those
whose horses were. in best plight to be his
attendants, he went off as fast as the jaded
state of their cavalry permitted. Hill and
hollow vanished from under the feet of the
chargers.

They had not ridden above half the way,
when they met stragglers coming off from
the field, whose appearance announced that
the conflict was begun. Two supported in
their arms a third, their elder brother, who
was pierced with an arrow through the body.
Halbert, who knew them to belong to the
Halidome, called them by their names, and
- questioned them of the state of the affray;
but just then, in spite of their efforts to re-
tain him in the saddle, their brother drop-
ped from the horse, and they dismounted
in haste to receive his last breath. From
men thus engaged, no information was
to. be obtained. Glendinning, therefore,
pushed on with his little troop, the more
anxiously as he perceived more stragglers,

bearing Saint Andrew’s cross upon their
7
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«caps and corslets, flying apparently from
the field of battle. Most of. these, when
they were aware of a body of horsemen ap-
proaching on the road, held to the one hand
or the other, at such a distance as precluded
‘coming to speech.of them. | Others, whose
fear was more intense, kept the onward
road, gallopping wildly as fast as their horses -
could carry. them, and-whien: questioned,
only glared without reply on' those who
spoke to them, and rode on without draw-
ing bridle. Several of these were also known
to Halbert, who had therefore no doubt,
from the circumstances in which- he met
them, that the men of the Halidome were
defeated. He became now unspeakably
anxious concerning the fate of his brother,
~ who, he could not doubt, must have been
engaged  in-the affray. .He therefore in-
creased the speed. of bis horse, so- that not
_ above five or six of his followers coyld keep .
up with him. At length he reached a lit-

tle hill, at the descent of which, surrounded
by a semi-circular sweep of the little stream,
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lay the plain which had been the scene of
the skirmish.

- Itwasa melancholy spectaele War and
terror, to use the expression of the poet, had
rushed on to the field, and left only wounds
and death behind them. The battle had
been stoutly contested, as was almost al-
ways the case with these Border skirmishes,
where ancient hatred, and mutual injuries,
mademen stubborninmaintaining the cause
of their country: Towards the middle of the
plain, there lay several bodies who had fall-
en in the very act. of grappling with the
enemy, and ‘there were seen countenances
whichi still bore the stern expression of un-
extinguishable hate and "defiance, hands
which' clasped the hilt of the broken fal-
chion, or strove in vain to pluck the deadly
arrow from the wound. Some were wound-
ed, and,cowed of the courage they had lately
shewn, were begging aid,and craving water,
in a tone of melancholy depression, while
others tried to teach the faultering tongue
to pronounee some: half-forgotten prayer,
which, even when first learned, they had



THE MONASTERY. 279

but half-understood. Halbert, ‘uncertain
what course he was next to pursue, rode
through the plain to see if, among the dead
or wounded, he could discover any traces
of his brother Edward. He experienced no
interruption from the English. A distant
cdoud of dust announced that they were
still pursuing the scattered fugitives, and
he guessed, that to approach them with his
followers, until they were again under
some command, would be to throw away
his own life, and that of his men, whom the
victors would instantly confound with the
Scots, against whom they had been success-
ful. He resolved, therefore, to pause un-
til Moray ecame up with his forces, to which
- he was the more readily moved, as he heard
the trumpets of the English Warden sound-
ing the retreat, and recall from the pursuit.
He drew his men together, and made a
stand in an advantageous spot.of ground,
which had been occupied by the Scots in
the beginning of the action, and most fierce-.
ly disputed while the skirmish lasted.
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 While he stood heré, Halbert’s ear was
assailed by the feeble moan of a woman,
which he had not expected to heat amid
that scene, until the retreat of the foes had
permitted the relations of the slain to ap-
proach, for the purpose of paying them the’
last duties. He looked with anxiety, and
“at length observed, that by the body of
a knight in bright armour, whose crest,
though ‘seiled and broken, still shewed the
marks of rank and birth, thete sat a female,
wrapt in a horseman’s cloak, and holding
something pressed against her bosom, which
he soon discovered to be a child. He glanced
towards the English. They advanced not,
and the continued and prolonged sound of
their trumpets, with the shouts of the lead-
ers, announced that their powers would not
be instantly re-assembled. He had, there-
fore, a moment to look after this unfortu-
nate woman. He gave his horse to a spear-
- an as he dismounted, and, approaching the
unhappy female, asked her in the most
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‘soothing tone he could assume, whether he
could assist her in herdistress. The mourner
made him no direct answer; but endeavour-
ing, with a trembling and unskilful hand,
to undo the springs of the visor and gorget,
said, in a tone of impatient. grief, « O, he
would recover instantly could I but give
him air—land and living, life and honour,
would I give for the power of undoing these
cruel iron platings that suffocate him.” He
~ that would sooth sorrow must not argue on
the vanity of the most deceitful hopes. The
body lay as that of one whose last draught
of vital air had been drawn, and who must
never more have concern with the nether
sky. But Halbert Glendinning failed not
to raise the visor and cast loose the gorget,
when, to his own surprise, he recognized
the pale face of Julian Avenel. His last
fight was over, the fierce and turbid. spirit
-had departed in' the stnfe in whlch ‘it had
so long delighted. '
“ Alas ! he is gone,” said Ha.lbert, speak-
ing to the young woman, in whom he had
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now no dlﬁiculty of knowmg the unhappy ,
Catherine.’

“ 0, no, no, no " she relberated “do not
say so—he is not dead—he is-but in a
swoon. have lain as long in one myself—
and then his vaice would rouse me when he
spoke kindly, and said, Catherine, look up
for my sake—And look up,Julian, for mine,”
she said, addressing the senseless corpse ; 1
know you do but counterfeit to frighten me,

:but I am not frightened,” she added, with
-a hysterical' attempt to laugh ; and then in-
stantly changing her tone entreated him to
-« speak, were it but to curse my folly. O,
-the rudest word you ever said to me would
now sound like the.dearest you wasted
on me before I gave you all. Lift him up,”
she said, « lift him up, for God’s sake!
~-have you no compassion ? He promised
_to wed me if I bore: him a boy, and this
.child is so like to it’s father *—How shall he
keep his word, if you do not help me to
-awaken him ?—Christie of the Clinthill,
Rowley, Hutcheon! ye were constant at |
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his feast, but ye fled from him at'the fray,
false villains as ye are !’

“ Not I, by heaven,” said a dying man,
who made some shift to raise himself on
his elbow, and discovered to Halbert the
well-known features of Christie; “ I fled
not a foot, and a man can but fight while
his breath lasts—mine is going fast.—So,
youngster,” said he, looking at Glendin-
ning, and seeing his military dress, “ thou
hast ta’en the basnet at last ? it is a better
cap to live in than to die in. I would
chance had sent thy brother here instead—
there was good in him—but.thou art as
wild, and wilt soon be as wicked as my-
self.” : - ’

“ God forbid I said Halbert hastily.

“ Marry, and amen, with all my heart,”
said the wounded man, “ there will be com-
pany enow without thee where I am going..
But God be praised I had no hand in that -
wickedness,” said he, looking to poor Ca-
therine ; and with some exclamation in his.
mouth that sounded betwixt a prayer and
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a curse, the soul of Christie of the Clinthill
took wing to the last account.

Deeply wrapt in the painful interest
which these shocking events had excited,
Glendinning neglected for a moment the
recollection of his own situation and duties,
and was first recalled to them by a tramp-
ling of horse, and the cry of Saint George
. for England, which the English soldiers
still continued to use. His handful of men,
for most of the stragglers had waited for
Moray’s coming up, remained on horse-
back, holding their lances upright, having
no command either to submit or resist.

¢ There stands our Captain,” said one of
them, as a very superior band of English
came up, the vanguard of Foster’s party.

. % Your Captain, with his sword sheath-
ed, and on foot in the presence of his ene-
my ? a raw soldier I warrant him,” said the
English leader. “ So!ho! young man, is
your dream out, and will you now answer
me if you will fight or fly ?* °
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. % Neither,” answered Halbert Glendin-
ning, with great tranquillity.

. “Then throw down thy sword and yield
- thee,” answered the Englishman. ,
“ Not till I can help myself no other-
- wise,” said Halbert, with the same modera-
- tion of tone and manner.
- % Art thou for thine own hand, friend, or
- to whom doest thou ewe service ?” replied
. the English Captain.”
“ To the noble Earl of Moray. »
- “Then thou servest,” said the Southron,
- “the most disloyal nobleman who breathes
- —false both to England and Seotland.”
. “Thou liest ™ said Glendmnmg, regard-
. less of all consequences.
, “ Ha! art thou so hot now, and wert so
- cold but a minute since ? I lie, do I? Wilt
- thou do battle with me on that quarrel ?”
- “With one to ene—one to two—or two
~ to five, as you list,” said Halbert Glendin-
. ning; “ grant me but a fair field.” -

- “That thou shalt have. Stand back, my
mates,” said the brave Englishman. « If ¥
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fall, give him fair play, and let him go off
free with his people.” ‘

. « Long life to the noble Captam,” cried
the soldiers; as impatient to see the duel as
if it had been a bull-baiting.

- « He.will have a short life of it though,”
said the Serjeant,.« if he, an old man of
sixty, is to fight for any reason, or for no
reason, with every man he meets, and espe-
cially the young fellows he might be father
to.—And here comes the Warden besides,
to see the sword-play.”

In fact, Sir John Foster came up with a
considerable body of his horsemen, just as
his Captain, whose age rendered him une-
qual to the combat with so strong and ac-
tive a youth as Glendinning, lost his sword.

“ Take it up for shame, old Stawarth
Bolton,” said the English Warden ; « and
thou, young man, tell me who and what
thou . art, ?” :

“ A follower of the Earl of Moray, whe
bore his will to your honour,” answered
Cslendinning, “ but here he comes to say it

6
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himself, I see the van of his horsemen come
over the hills.” :

¢ Get into order, my maste ,” said Sir
John Foster to his followers; « you that
have broken your spears, draw your swords.
We are something unprovided for a second
field, but if yonder dark cloud on'the hill-
-edge bring us foul weather, we must bear
as bravely as our broken cloaks will bide
it. Meanwhile, Stawarth, we have got the
deer we have hunted for—here is Piercie
Shafton hard and fast bethxt two troop-
ers.”

: <« Who, that lad ?” said Bolton ; “ heis no
more Piercie Shafton than I am. He hath
his.gay cloak indeed—Piercie Shafton is'a
round dozen of years older than that slip
of roguery. I have known him since he
was thus high. Did you never see him in
the tilt-yard or in the presence ?”

-« To the devil with such vanities !” said

Sir John Foster ; “ when had I leisure for

them or anything else?  For my er-time
has she kept me to this hangman’s office,

e ~
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chasing thieves one day and traitors another,
in daily fear of my life; the lance never
hung up in the hall, the foot never out of
the stirrup, the saddles never off my nags’
backs ; and now, because I have been mis-
. taken in the person of a man I never saw,
I warrant' me, the next letters from the
Privy Council will rate me as I were a dog
—a man were better dead than thus slaved
and harassed.”

A trumpet interrupted Foster’s com-
plaints, and a Scottish pursuivant who at-
tended, declared * that the noble Earl of
Moray desired, in all honour and safety, a
~ personal conference with Sir John Foster,
midway between their parties, with six of
company in each, and ten free mmutes to
come and go.”

“ And now,” said - the Enghshman
“ comes another plague.. T must go speak
with yonder false Scot, and he knows how
to frame his devices, to cast dust in the eyes
of a plain man, as well as ever a knave in
the north. I am no match for him in

»



THE MONASTERY. 289

words, and for hard blows we are but too
.11l provided. Pursuivant, we grant the
conference, and you, Sir Swordsman (speak-
ing to young Glendinning,) draw off with
your troopers to your own party—march
—attend your Earl's trumpet.—Stawarth
Bolton, put our troop in order, and be ready
to move forward at the wagging of a finger.
~~Get you gone to your own friends, I tell
you, Sir Squire, and loiter not here.”
Notwithstanding this peremptory order,
Halbert Glendinning could not help stop-
ping to cast a look upon the unfortunate
‘Catherine, who lay insensible of the dan-
ger and of the trampling of so many horses
-around her, insensible, as the second glance
-assured ‘him, of all and for ever. Glendin-
ning almost rejoiced -when he saw that the
last misery-of life was over, and that the
hoofs of the war-horses, amongst which he
wascempelled to leave her, could only injure
and deface a senseless corpse. He caught
the infant from her arms, half ashamed of
the shout of laughter which rose on all
VOL.IIL .~ N '
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sides, at seeing an armed man in such a si-
tuation assume such an unwonted andin-
convenient burthen.

¢ Shounlder your infant cned a harque-
busier.

- ¢ Port your infant I” sald a pikeman.

“ Peace, ye brutes,” said Stawarth Bol-
ton, “ and respect humanity in others, it
you have none yourselves. I pardon the
lad having done some discredit to my grey
hairs, when I see him take care of that help-
less creature, which ye would have tram-
pled upon as if ye had been littered of
bitch-wolves, not born of women.”

‘While this passed, the leaders on either
side met in the neutral space betwixt the
forces of either, and the Earl accosted the
- English Warden: « Is this fair or honest
usage, Sir John, or for whom do you hold
the Earl of Morton and myself, that you
ride in Scotland with arrayed banner, fight,
slay, and make prisoners at your own plee-
sure? Is it well done, think you, to spoil
ourland and shed our blood, after the many,
procfs we have given to your mistress of
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our devotion to her will, saving always the
allegiance due to our own sovereign ?”

«“ My Lord of Moray,” answered Foster,
- « all the world knows you to be a man of
quick ingine and deep wisdom, and these
‘several weeks have you held me in hand
with promising to arrest my sovereign mis-
tress’s rebel, this Piercie Shafton of Wil.
verton, and you have never kept your word,
alleging turmoils in the west, and I wot
not what other causes of hindrance. Now,
since he has had the insolence to return
hither, and live openly within ten miles of
England, T could no longer, in plain duty
to my mistress and queen, tarry upon your
successive delays, and therefore I have used
her force to take her rebel, by the strong
hand, wherever I can find him.”

« And is Piercie Shafton in your hands
then ?” said the Earl of Moray. * Be aware
that T may not, without my own great
shame, suffer you to remove him hence
without doing battle.”

“ Will you,; Lord Earl, after all the ad-
'vantages you have received at the hands of
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the Queen of England, do battle in the
cause of her rebel ?” said Sir John Foster. -

- ¢ Not so, Sir John,” answered the Earl,
“ but I will fight to the death in defence
of the liberties of our free kingdom of Scot-
land.”

“ By my faith,” said Sir John Foster, “I
am well content—my sword is not blunt-
ed with all it has done yet this day.”

“ By my honour, Sir John,” said Sir
George Heron of Chipchase, « there is but
little reason we should fight these Scottish
Lords e'en now, for I hold opinion with
old Stawarth Bolton, and believe yonder
prisoner to be no more Piercie Shafton than
it is the Earl of Northumberland ; and you
were but ill advised to break the peace be-
twixt the eountries for a prisoner of less
consequence.” -

“ Sir George,” replied Foster, « I have
often heard you herons are afraid of hawks
~—nay, lay not hand-on sword, man, I did
but jest; and for this prisoner, let him be
brought up hither, that we' may see who
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or what hie is—always under assurance, my
Lords,” he continued, addressing thé Scots.

« Upon our word and honour,” said Mor-
ton, “ we will offer no violence.” '

The laugh turned against Sir John Fos+
ter considerably, when the prisoner, being
brought up, proved not only a different
person from Sir Piercie Shafton, but a fe-
male in man’s attire.

“Pluck the mantle from the quean’s face
and cast her to the horse-boys,” said Fos.
ter ; “she has kept such company ere now,
¥ warrant.”

Even Moray was moved ‘to laughter, no
common thing with him, at the disappoint-
ment of the English Warden; but he would
not permit any violence to be dffered to the
fair Molinara, who had thus a second time;
at her own personal risk, rescued Sir Pier-
cie Shafton, by taking his person upon her
during the flight.

“ You have already done more mlschlef
than you can well answer,” said the Earl,
“ and it were dishonour to me should I per-
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mit you to harm a hair of this young wo-
man’s head.” ’

« My lord,” said Morton, « if Sir John
will ride apart with me but for one meo-
ment, I will shew him such reasons as shall
make him content to depart, and to refer
this unhappy day’s work to the judgment
of the Commissioners nominated to try of-

-fences on the Border.”

He then led Sir John Foster aside, and
spoke to him in this manner :—* Sir John
Foster, I much marvel that a man who
knows your Queen Elizabeth as you do,
should not know that if you hope any
thing from her, it must be for doing her
useful service, not for involving her in
quarrels with her neighbours without any
advantage. Sir Knight, I will speak frank-
ly what Iknow to be true. Had you seized
the true Piercie Shafton by this ill-advised
inroad ; and had your deed threatened, as
most likely it might, a breach betwixt the
countries, your politic Princess and her po-
litic council would rather have disgraced Sir
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John Foster than entered into war in his be-
half. But now that you have stricken short
of your aim, you mayrely on it you will have
little thanks for carrying the matter farther.
T will work thus far on the Earl of Moray,
that he will undertake to dismiss Sir Pier-
cie Shafton from the realm of Scotland. Be
well advised, and let the matter now pass
off—you will gain nothing by further vio-
lence, for if we fight, you, as the fewer and
the weaker through your former action,
will needs have the worse.”

_Sir John Foster listened with his head

declining on his breast-plate.

-« It is a cursed chance,” he said, “ and I
shall have little thanks for my day’s work.”

He then rode up to Moray, and said, that
in deference to his Lordship’s presence and
that of my Lord of Morton, he had come
to the resolution of withdrawing himself,
with his power, without farther proceed-
ings.

“ Stop there, Sir John Foster,” said Mo-
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ray, “ I cannot permit you to retire in safe-
ty, unless you leave seme one who may he
surety to Scotland, that the injuries you have
at present done us may be fully account-
ted for—you will reflect, that by permit-
ting your retreat, I become accountable to
my Sovereign, who will demand a reckon-
ing of me for the blood: of ker subjects, if I
suffer those who shed it to depart so easily.”

“ It shall never be told in England,”
said the Warden, “ that John Foster gave
pledges like a subdued man, and that on
the very field on which he stands victori-
ous.—But,” he added, after a moment’s.
pause, “ if Stawarth Bolton wills to abide
with you on his ewn free choice, I will say
nothing against it ; and, as I bethink me,
it were better he should stay to see the
dismissal of this same Piercie Shafton.”

“ I receive him as your hostage, never-
theless, and shall treat him as such,” said the-
Earl of Moray. But Foster, turning away
as if to give directions to. Bolton and his
men, affected not to hear this observation.

LRI N
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"« There rides a faithful servant of his most
beautiful and Sovereign Lady,” said Moray
aside to Morton. “ Happy man ! he knows
not whether the execution of her commands
may not cost him his head ; and yet he is
most certain that to leave them unexecuted
will bring disgrace and death without re-
prieve. Happy are they who are not only
subjected to the caprices of Dame For-
tune, but held bound to account and be
responsible for them, and that to a Sove-
reign as moody and fickle as her humorous
Iadyship herself!”

“ We also have a female Sovereign, my

Tord,” said Morton. ' v

«“ We have so, Douglas,” said the Earl,
with a suppressed sigh ; “ but it remains to
be seen how long a female hand can hold
the reins of power, in a realm so wild as -
ours. We will now go on to Saint Mary’s,
and see ourselves after the state of that

House.—Glendinning, look to that woman
and protect her.—What the fiend, man,hast

' N2
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thou got in thine arms?—an infant, as I live
~—where couldst thou find such a charge, at
such a place and moment ?”* |

" Halbert Glendinning briefly told the
story. The Earl rode forwards to the place
where the body of Julian Avenel lay, with
his unhappy companion’s arms wrapt a-
round him, like the trunk of an uprooted
oak borne down by the tempest with all its
ivy garlands. Both were cold-dead. Moray *
was touched in an unwonted degree, re-
membering, perhaps, his own birth. ¢ What
have they to answer for, Douglas,” ke said,
“ who thus abuse the sweetest gifts. of af-
fection ?”

The Earl of Morton, unhappy in his mar-
riage, was a libertine in his amours.

“ You maust ask that question of Henry
- Warden, my lord, or of John Knox—I
am- but a wild counsellor in women’s mat-
ters.” '

“Forward to Saint Mary’s,” said the Earl;
« pass the word on—Glendinning, give the
infant to this same female cavalier, and let
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it be taken charge of. Let no dishonour
be done to the dead bodies, and call on the
country to bury or remove them. For-
ward, I say, my masters.”
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CHAPTER XII.

Gene to be married >~—Gone to swear a peace !
King John..

Tue news of the lost battle, so quickly

carried by the fugitives to the village and
convent, had spread the greatest alarm
among the inhabitants. The Sacristan and
other Monks counselled flight ; the Trea-
surer recommended that the church-plate
should be offered as a tribute to bribe the
English officer ; the Abbot alone was un
moved and undaunted..

¢« My brethren,” he said, ¢ since God has
not given our people victory in the com-
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bat, it must be because he requires of us,
his spiritual soldjers, to fight the good fight
of martyrdom, a conflict in which nething
but our own faint-hearted cowardice can:
make us fail of victory. Let us assume,
then, the armeur of faith, and prepare, if
it be necessary, to die under the ruin of
these shrines, to the service of which we
have devoted ourselves. Highly honoured
are we all in this distinguished summons,
from our dear brother Nicholas, whese grey
hairs have been preserved uatil they should
be surrounded by the crown of martyrdom,
‘down to my beloved son Edward, who, ar-
riving at the vineyard at the latest hour of
the day, is yet admitted to share its toils
with those who- have laboured from the
morning.. Be of good courage, my child-
ren. I dare not, like my sainted predeces-
sors, promise to you that you shall be pre.
served by miracle—I and you are always
umworthy of that especial interposition,
which, in earlier times, turned the sword of
sacrilege against the bosom of tyrants by
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whom it was wielded, daunted the harden-
ed hearts of heretics with prodigies, and
called down hosts of angels to defend the
shrine of God and of the Virgin. Yet,-by
Heavenly aid, you shall this day see that
your Father and Abbot will notdisgrace the
mitre which sits upon his brow. Go to
your cells, my children, and exercise your
private devotions.. Array yourselves also
i alb and eope, as for our most solemn fes-
tivals, and be ready, when the tolling of
the large bell announces the approach of
the enemy, to march forth to meet them
in solemn procession. Let the church be
opened to afford such refuge as may be to
those of our vassals, who, from their ex.
ertion in this day’s unhappy battle, or other
cause, are particularly apprehensive of the
rage of the enemy. Tell Sir Piercie Shaf
ton, if he has escaped the fight”

¢} am here, most venerable Abbot,” re-
plied Sir Piercie; * and if it so seemeth
meet to you, I will presently assemble such
of the men as have escaped this escara.
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mouche, and will renew the resistance,
even unto the death. Certes, you will learn
from all that I did my part in this unhappy
matter. Had it pleased Julian Avenel to
have attended to my counsel, specially in
somewhat withdrawing of his main battle,
even as you may have marked the heron
eschew the stoop of the falcon, receiving
him rather upon his beak than upon his
‘wing, affairs, as I do conceiye, might have
had a different face, and we might then,
in more bellicous manner, have maintained
- that affray. Nevertheless, I would not be
understood to speak any thing in disregard
of Julian Avenel, whom I saw fall fighting
manfully with his face to his enemy, which
hath banished from my memory the un-
seemly term of “ meddling cox.comb,”
with which it pleased him something rash-

ly to qualify my advice, and for which, had

it pleased Heaven and the saints to have
prolonged the life of that excellent person,
I had it bound upon my soul to have put
him to death with my own hand.”
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¢ Sir Piercie,” said the Abbot, at length
interrupting bim, ¢ our time allows brief
leisure to speak what might have been.”
- % You are right, most venerable Lord
and Father,” replied the incorrigible Eu-

phuist ;. ¢ the premterite, as grammarians.

have it, concerns frail mortality less than
the future mood, and indeed our cogita-
tions respect chiefly the present. In a
~ word, I am willing to head all who will fol-
Jowsme, and offer such opposition as man-
hood and mortality may permit, to the ad-
vance of the English, though they be my
own countrymen ; and be assured, Pier-

cie Shafton will measure his length, being
five feet ten inches, on the ground as he:

stands, rather than give two yards in re-

treat, according to the usual motion in.

which we retrograde.”

¢t I thank you, Sir Knight, and I' doubt'
not that you would make your words good ;:

but it is not the will: of Hedaven that carnal

weapons should rescue us.. We are called.
to endure, not to resist, and may not waste




THE MONASTERY. 8035

the blood of our innocent commons in vain
—Fruitless oppesition becomes not men of
my profession ; they have my commands
to resign the sword and spear,—God and
our Lady have not blessed our banner.”

¢ Bethink you, szeverend lord,” said
Piercie Shafton, very eagerly, ¢ ere you re--
sign the defence that is-in your power—
there -are many posts near the entry of this
village, where brave men might live or die
to the advantage ; and I have this additign-
al motive to make defence,—the safety,
namely, of a fair friend, who, I hope, hath
escaped the hands of the heretics.”

¢ I understand you, Sir Piercie~youw
mean the daughter of our Convent’s mil.
ler?

¢ Reverend my lord,” said Sir Piercie,
not without hesitation, ¢ the fair Mysinda
is, as may be in some sort alleged, the
daughter of one who mechanically prepa-~
reth corn to be manipulated into bread,
without which. we could not exist, and
which is therefore a trade in. itself honous<
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able, nay necessary. Nevertheless, if the
purest sentiments of a generous mind,
streaming forth like the rays of the sun re-
flected by a diamond, may ennoble one,
who is in some sort the daughter of a mo-
lendinary mechanic”——

- ¢« I have no time for all this, Sir Knight,”
said the Abbot; ¢ be it enough to answer,
that with our will we war no longer with
carnal weapons. We of the spirituality
will teach you of the temporality how to
die in cold blood, our hands not clench-
ed for resistance, but folded for prayer—
our minds not filled with jealous hatred,
but with Christian meekness and forgive-
ness—our ears not deafened nor our senses
confused by the sound of clamorous instru-
ments of war; but, on the contrary, our
voices composed to Haleluiah, Kyrie. Elei-
son, and Salve Regina, and our blood tem-
perate and cold, as those whe think upon’
reconciling themselves with God, net of
avenging themselves of their fellow-mor-
tals.”
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« Lord Abbot,” said Sir Piercie, ¢ this
is nothing to thefate of my Molinara, whom,
I beseech you to observe, I will not aban-
don, while golden hilt and steel blade bide
together on my falchion. I commanded
her not to follow us to the field, and yet
methought I saw her in her page’s attire
amongst the rear of the combatants.”

‘¢ You must seek elsewhete for the per-
sqh in whose fate you are so deeply inte-
rested,” said the Abbot; ¢ and at present
I will pray of your knighthood to enquire

“eoncerning her at the church, in which all -
our more defenceless vassals have taken
refuge. It is my advice to you, that you
also abide by the horns of the altar; and
Sir Piercie Shafton,” he added,  be of one
thing secure, that if you come to harm, it
will involve the whole of this brotherhood ;
for never, I trust, will the meanest of -us
buy safety at the expence of surrendering
afriend ora guest. Leave us, my son, and
may God be your aid.”

When Sir Piercie Shafton had departed,
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and the Abbot was about to betake him-
self to his own cell, he was surprised by an
unknown person anxiously requiring a con-
ference, who, being admitted, proved to
be no other than Henry Warden. The
Abbot started as he entered, and exclaim-
ed, angrily,—¢ Ha! are the few hours that
fate allows him who may last wear the
mitre of this house, not to be excused from
the intrusion of heresy ? Doest thou come,”
he said, ¢« to enjoy the hopes which fate
holds out to thy demented and accursed
sect, to see the besom of destruction sweep
away the pride of old religion—to deface
our shrines—to mutilate and lay waste the
bodies of our benefactors, as well as their
sepulchres—to destroy the pinnacles and
carved work of God’s house, and Our
Ladys? '

« Peace, William Allan!” said the Pro-
_ testant preacher, with dignified composure ;
<« for none of these purposes do I come.
I would have these stately shrines deprived
of the idols which, no longer simply re-

E g e Wl e — - .
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garded as the effigies of the good and the
wise, have become the objects of foul ido-
latry. I would otherwise have its orna-
ments subsist, unless as they are, or may be,
a snare to the souls of men ; and especially
do I condemn those ravages which have
been made by the heady fury of the people, .
stung into zeal against will-worship by
bloody persecution. Against such wanton
-devastation I lift my testimony.”

« Idle that thou art!” said the Abbot
Eustace, interrupting him ; ¢¢ what signifies
the pretext under which thou doest despoil
the house of God ? and why at this present
‘emergence wilt thou insult the master of it
by thy ill-omened presence "

« Thou art unjust, William Allan,” said
Warden ; < bat I am not the less settled in
my resolution. Thou hast protected me
-sometime since at the hazard of thy rank,
aad what I know thou holdest still dearer,
at the risk of thy reputation with thine
own sect. ‘Our party is now uppermost,
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and, believe me, I have come down the
valley, in which thou didst quarter me for
sequestration’s sake, simply with the wish
to keep my engagements to thee.” .

- ¢« Ay,” answered the Abbot, ¢¢ and it may
be, that my listening to that worldly and in-
" firm compassion which pleaded with me for
thy life, is now avenged by this impending
judgment. Heaven hath smitten, it may
be, the erring shepherd, and scattered the
flock.”

¢¢ Think better of the Divine judgments,”
said Warden. ¢ Not for thy sins, which
are those of thy blinded education and cir-
cumstances ; not for thy sins, William Al-
lan, art thou stricken, but for the accumu-
lated guilt which thy misnamed church
hath accumulated on her head, and those
of her votaries, by the errors and corrup-
tions of ages.” - /

. “ Now, by my sure behef in the Rock
of Peter,” said the Abbot, « thou doest re-
kindle the last spark of human indignation
for which my bosom has fuel—1J thought I
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might not again have felt the impulse of
earthly passion, and it is thy voice which
once more calls me to the expression of hu-
man anger ! yes, it is thy voice that comest
to insult me in my hour of sorrow, with these.
blasphemous accusations of that church
which hath kept the light of Christianity
alive from the times of the Apostles till
now.” : o :

¢ From the times of the Apostles ?” said
the preacher eagerly. ¢ Negatur, Gulielme
Allan—the primitive church differed as
much from that of Rome, as did light from
darkness, which, did time permit, I should
speedily prove. And worse doest thou
judge, in saying I come to insult thee in
thy hour of affliction, being here, God wot,
with the Christian wish of fulfilling an en-
gagement 1 had made to my host, and of
rendering myself to thy will while it had
yet power to exercise aught upon me, and
if it might so be, to mitigate in thy be-
half the rage of the victors whom God
hath sent as a scourge to thy obstinacy.”

13
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« I will none of thy intercession,” said
the Abbot, proudly; « the dignity te
which the church has exalted me, never
should haveswelled my bosom more proud-
1y in the time of the highest prosperity,
than it doth at this crisis—I ask nothing of
thee, but the assurance that my lenity to
thee hath been the means-of perverting no
soul'to Satan, that I have not given to the

-wolf .any of the stray lambs whom the
Great Shepherd of souls -had entrusted to
my -charge.”

“ William Allan,” answered the protest-
~ant, “ I will be sincere with thee. What
1 promised Ishave kept—I have withheld
my: voice from speaking-even good things.
Bat it has pleased Heaven to call the maid-
en Mary Avenel to a better sense of faith
than thou and -all the disciples of Rome
-can teach. Her I have aided with my
‘humble power—1 have extricated her from
the machinations of evil spirits, to which
she -and her house were exposed during
the blindness of their Romish superstition,

11
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and, praise be to my Master, I have not
reason to fear she will again be caught in
thy snares.”

s« Wretched man !” said the Abbot, una-
ble to suppress his rising indignation, ¢ is
it to the Abbot of Saint Mary’s that you
boast having misled the soul of a dweller in
Our Lady’s Halidome into the paths of foul
error and, damning heresy ?—Thou doest
urge .me, Wellwood, beyond what it be.
comes me to bear, and movest me to em-
ploy. the few moments of power I may yet
possess, in removing from the face of the
earth one, whose qualities, given by God,
- have been so utterly pervertes as thine to
~ the service of Satan.”

“ Do thy pleasure,” said the preacher; ~
¢ thy vain wrath shall not prevent my do-

ing my duty to advantage thee, where it

‘may be done without neglecting my high-

er call. I go to the Earl of Moray.”
Their conference, which was advancing

fast into bitter disputation, was here inter-
VOL. 1II o
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rupted by the deep and sullen toll of the
largest and heaviest bell of the Convent, a
sound famous in the chronicles of the Com-
munity, for dispelling of tempests, and put-
ting to flight demons, but which now only
announced danger, without affording any
means of warding against it. Hastily re-
peating his orders, that all the brethren
should attend in the choir, arrayed for so-
lemn procession, the Abbot ascended to
the battlements of the lofty Monastery, by
his own private stair-case, and there met
the Sacristan, who had been in the act of
directing the tolling of the huge bell, which
. fell under his duty. '
¢ It is the last time I shall discharge
mine office, most venerable Father and
Lord,” said he to the Abbot, ¢ for yonder
come the Philistines ; but I would not that
the large bell of Saint Mary’s should sound
. for the last time, otherwise than in true
and full tone—I have been a sinful man for
one of our holy profession,” added he,
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looking upward, ¢ yet may I presume to
say, not a bell hath sounded out of tune
from the tower of the house while Father
Philip had the superintendence of the
chime and the belfry.”

The Abbot, without reply, cast his eyes
towards the path, or road, which, winding
around the mountain, descends upon Ken-
naquhair from the southward. He beheld
at a distance a cloud of dust, and heard the
‘neighing of many horses, while the occa:
sional sparkle of the long line of spears, as
they came downwards into the valley, an-
nounced that the band came thither in arms.

« Shame on my weakness !” said Abbot
Eustace, dashing the tears from his eyes
* ¢ my sight is too much dimmed to observe
their motions—look, my son Edward,” for
his favourite novice had again joined him,
¢t and tell me what ensigns they bear.” -

« They are Scottish men, when all is
done,” exclaimed Edward—¢ I see the
white crosses—it may be the Western Bor.
derers, or Fernieherst and his clan.”
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¢ Look at the banner,” said the Abbot,
¢ tell me what are the blazonries ?”

¢ The arms of Scetland,” said Edward,
s the lion and its tressure, quartered, as I
think, with three cushions—Can it be the
royal standard ?’

¢¢ Alas! no,” said the Abbot, « it is that
of the Earl of Moray.” He hath assumed
with his new conquest the badge of the va-
liant Randolph, and hath dropped from his
hereditary coat the bend which indicates
his own base birth—would to God he may
not have blotted it also from his memory !

¢ At least, my father,” said Edward, < he
will secure us from the violence of the
southren,”

¢ Ay, my son, as the shepherd secures
a silly lamb from the wolf, which he des-
tines in due time to his own banquet. Oh,
my son, evil days are on us. "A breach has
been: made in the walls of our sanctuary—
thy brother bath fillen from the" faith,
Such news brought my last secret intelli-
gence—Moray has ajready spokem of re.
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warding his services with the hand of Mary
Avenel.”

% Of Mary Avenel !” said the novice, tot-
tering towards and grasping hold of one
of the carved pinnaeles which adorned the
proud battlement.

¢ Ay, of Mary Avenel, my son, who has
also abjured the faith of her fathers. Weep
not, my Edward, weep not, my beloved
son! or weep for their apostacy, and not
for their union—Bless God, who hath called
thee to himself, out of the tents of wicked-
ness 3 but for the grace of Our Lady and
Saint Benedict, thou also had been a cast-
away.” :

s I endeavour, my father,” said Edward,
¢¢ ] endeavour to forget; but it has been
the thought of all my former life—Moray
dare not forward a match so unequal in
birth.” /

«« He dares do what suits his purpose—
- The castle of Avenel is strong, and needs
a.good castellan, devoted to hisservice ; for
the difference of their birth, he will mind
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it no ore than he would mind defacing the
natural regularity of the ground, were it
necessary he should erect upon it military
lines and entrenchments, But do pot droop
for that—awaken thy soul within thee, my
son. Think you part with a vain vision,
an idle dream, nursed in solitude and in-
,action.—I weep not, yet what am I now
like to lose 2=—Look at these towers, where
saints dwelt, and where heroes have been
~ buried—Think that I, so briefly called to
preside over the pious flock, which has
dwelt here since the first light of Christi-
anity, may be this day written down the
last father of this holy community—Come,
let us descend, and meet our fate. I see
them approach near to the village.”
The Abbot descended, the novice cast
a glance around him ; yet the sense of the
danger impending over the stately struc-
ture, with which he was now united, was
unable to banish the recollection of Mary
Avenel.—¢« His brother’s bride !"”—he pull.
ed the cowl over his face, and followed his
Superior.
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' The whole bells of the Abbey now added
their peal to the death-toll 'of the largest
which had so long sounded. The Moriks
wept and prayed as they got themselves
into the order of their procession for the
last time, as seemed but too probable.

« It is well our Father Boniface hath re-
tired to the inland,” said Father Philip, < he
could never have put over this day, it would
have broken his heart.”

« God be with the soul of Abbot Ingil-
ram !” said old Father Nicholas, ¢« there
were no such doings in his days.—They
say we are to be put forth of the cloisters;

-and how I am to live any where else than
where I have lived for these seventy years,
I wot not—the best is, that I have not long
to live any where.”

- A few moments after this the great gite
of the Abbey was flung open, and the pro-

‘cession moved slowly forward from beneath
its huge and richly adorned gate-way.—
Cross and banner, pix and chalice, shrines
containing reliques, and censers steaming
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with incense, preeeded and were inter-
mingled with the long and solemn array of
the brotherhood, in their long black gowns

and cowls, withtheir white scapularies hang-

ing over them, the various officers of the

convent each displaying his proper badge
of office. In the centre of the procession

came the Abbot, surrounded and supported

by his chief assistants. He was dressed in

his habit of high solemnity, and appeared as

much unconcerned as if he had been taking

his usual part in some ordinary-ceremony.

After him came the inferior persons of the
convent ; the novices in their albs or white
dresses, and the lay-brethren distinguished
by their beards, which were seldom wom
by the Fathers. Women and children, mix.
ed with a few men, came in the rear, be-
wailing the apprehended desolation of their
ancient sanctuary. They moved, however,
in order, and restrained the marks of their

sorrow to a low wailing sound, which ra-

ther mingled with than interrupted the

measured chaunt of the monks. '
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In this order the procession entered the
market-place of the little village of Kenna.
quhair, which was then, as now, distinguish.
ed by an ancient cross of curious workman-
ship, the gift of some former monarch of
Scotland. Close by the cross, of much great-
er antiquity, and scarcely less honoured, was
an immensely large oak-tree, which perhaps
had witnessed the worship of the Druids, ere
the stately Monastery to which it adjoined
had raised its spires in honour of the Chris«
tian faith. Like the Bentang-tree of the
African villages, or the Plaistow-oak men-
tioned in- White’s Natural History of Sel.
bourne, this tree was the rendezvous of the
villagers, and regarded with peculiar vene-
. ration, a feeling common to most nations,
and which perhaps may be traced up to
the remote period when patriarchs feasted
angels under the oak at Mamre. :

The Monks formed themselves each in
their due place around the cross, while un-
der the ruins of the aged tree crowded the

02
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old and the feeble, with others who felt the
‘common alarm. When they had thus ar-
ranged themselves, there was a deep and
solemn pause. The Monks stilled their
chaunt, the lay populace hushed their la-
mentations, and all awaited in terror and
silence the arrival of those heretical forces,
whom they had been so long taught to re-
gard with terror.

A distant trampling was at length heard,
and the glance of spears was seen to shine
through the trees above the village. The
sounds increased, and became more thick,
ene close continuous rushing seund, in
which the tread of hoofs was mingled with
the ringing of armour. The horsemen soon
appeared at the principal entrance which
leads into the irregular square or market-
place which forms the centre of the village.
They entered two by two, slowly, and in
the greatest order. The van continued to
move on, riding round the open space, un-
til they had attained the utmost point, and
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then turning their horses’ heads to the
street, stood fast; their companions fol-
lowed in the same order, until the whole
market-place was closely surrounded with
soldiers, and the files who followed, making
the same manceuvre, formed an inner line
within those who had first arrived, until the
place was begirt with a quadruple file of
horsemen closely drawn up. There was
now a pause, of which.the Abbot availed
himself, by commanding the brotherhood to
raise the solemn chaunt De profundis cla-
mavi. He looked around the armed ranks,
to see what impression the solemn sounds
made on them. All were silent, but the
brows of some had an expression of con-
tempt, and almost all the rest bore a look
of indifference; their line had been too long
taken to permit past feelings of enthusiasm
to be anew awakened by a procession or by
a hymn. '

- «¢ Their hearts are hardened,” said the
Abbot to himself in dejeetion, but not in
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despair; it remains to see whether those
of their leaders are equally obdurate.”

The leaders, in the mean while, were ad-
vancing slowly, and Moray, with Morton,
rode in deep conversation before a chosen
band of their most distinguished followers,
amongst whom came Halbert Glendinning.
But the preacher Henry Warden, who,
upon leaving the Monastery, had instantly
joined them, was the only person admitted
to their conference.

< You are determined then,” said Mor-
ton to Moray, ¢ to give the heiress of Ave-
nel, with all her pretensions, to this name.
less and obscure young man.”

« Hath not Warden told you,” said Mo-
ray,  that they have been bred together,
and are lovers from their youth upward "

¢ And that they are bath,” said Warden,
“ by means which may be almost termed
miraculous, rescued from the delusions of
Rome, and brought within the pale of the
true church, My residence at Glendearg
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hath made me well acquainted with these
things. Ill would it beseem my habit and
my calling, to thrust myself into match.
making and giving in marriage, but worse
were it in me to see your Lordships do
needless wrong to the feelings which are -
proper to our nature, and -which, being in-
dulged honestly and under the restraints of
religion, become a pledge of domestic quiet
here, and future happinessin a better world,
I say, that you will do ill ta rend those ties
asunder, and to give this maiden to the
kinsman of Lord Morton, though Lord
Morton's kinsman he be.”

¢ These are fair reasons, my Lord of
Moray,” said Morton, * why you should
refuse me so simple a boon as to bestow
this silly damsel upon young Bennygask.
Speak out plainly, my lord ; say you would
rather see the castle of Avenel in the hands
of one who owes his name and existence
solely to your favour, than in the power of
a Douglas, and of my kinsman.”
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- ¢ My Lord of Morton,” said Moray, I
have done nothing in this matter which
should aggrieve you. This young man
Glendinning has done me good service,
and may do me more. My promise was in
some degree passed to him, and that while
Julian- Avenel was alive, when aught be-.

side the maiden’s lily hand would have

been hard to come by ; whereas you never
thought of such an alliance for your kins-
man, till you saw Julian lie dead yonder on
the field, and knew his land to be a waif
free to.the first. who could seize it. Come,
come, my lord, you do less than justice to.
your gallant kinsman, in wishing him a
bride bred up under the milk-pail ; for this
girl is a peasant wench 'in all but the acci-
dent of birth. 1 thought you had more
deep respect for the honour of the Dou-
glasses.”

¢ The honour of' the Douglasses is safe
in my keeping,” answered Morton haugh-

tily ; « that of other ancient families may

. —
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suffer as well as the name of Avenel, if
rustics are to be matched with the blood
of our ancient barons.” '

¢ This is but idle talking,” answered
Lord Moray ; « in times like these we must
look to men, and not to pedigrees. Hay
was but a rustic before the battle of Lon-
carty—the bloody yoke actually dragged
the plough ere it was blazoned on a crest
by the herald. Times of action make princes
into peasants, and boors into barons. .All
families have sprung from some one mean
man ; and it is well if they have never de-
generated from his virtue who raised them
first from obscurity.”

« My Lord of Moray will please to ex-
cept the House of Douglas,” said Morton
haughtily ; ¢ men have seen it in the tree,
but never in the sapling—have seen it in
the stream, but never in the fountain. In
the earliest of our Scottish annals, thé Black
Douglas was powerful and distinguished as
now.” )
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« I bend to the honours of the house of
Douglas,” said Moray, somewhat ironical-
ly; « I am conscious we of the Royal
House bave little right to compete with
them in dignity—What though we have
worn crowns and carried sceptres for a
few generations, if our genealogy moves
no further back than to the humble 4Zanus
Dapifer ©

Morton’s cheek reddened as he Was about
to reply ; but Henry Warden availed him-
self of the liberty which the Protestant
clergy long possessed, and exerted it to in.
terrupt a discussion which was becoming
too eager and personal to be friendly.

- ¢ My lords,” he said, ¢ I mrust be bold
in discharging the duty of my Master. It
is a shame and scandal to hear two no-
bles, whose hands have been so forward in
the work of reformation, fall into discord
about siich vain follies as now occupy youg
thoughts. Bethink you how long you have
thought with one mind, seen with one eye,

heard with one ear, confirmed by your
: . 8
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union the congregation of the Church, ap-
palled by your joint authority the congre.
gation of Anti-christ; and will you now
fall into discord, about an old decayed
castle and a few barren hills, about the
loves and likings of a humble spearman
and a damsel bred in the same obscurity,
or about the still vainer questions of idle
genealogy ”

¢ The good man hath spoken right, no-
ble Douglas,” said Moray, reaching him
his hand, ¢ our union is too essential to the -
good cause to be broken off upon such idle
terms of dissention. I am fixed to gratify
Glendinning in this matter--my promise
is passed, The wars, in which I have had
my share, have made many a family mise-
rable ; I will at least try if I may not make
one happy. There are maids and manors
enow in Scotland—I promise you, my no-
ble ally, that young Bennygask shall be
richly wived.”

«« My lord,” said Warden, ¢¢ you speak
nobly, and like a Christian. - Alas ! this is
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a land of hatred and bloodshed—let us not
chace from thence the few traces that re.
main of gentle and domestic love.—And
be not too eager for wealth to thy noble
kinsman, my Lord of Morton, seeing con-
~ tentment in the marriage-state no way de-
‘pends on it.”

¢ If you allude to my family misfortune,”
said Morton, whose Countess, wedded by
him for her estate and honours, was insane
in her mind, « the habit you wear, and the
- liberty, or ratherlicence, of your profession,
protect you from my resentment.”
- ¢¢ Alas ! my lord,” replied Warden, « how
quick and sensitive is our self-love ! When,
pressing forward in our high calling, we
point out the errors of the Sovereign, who
praises our boldness more than the noble
Morton ? But touch we upon his own sore,
which most needs lancing, and he shrinks
from the faithful chirurgeon in fear and
impatient anger.”
- ¢ Enough of - this, good and reverend
sir,”” said Moray ; ¢ you transgress the pru-
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dence yourself recommended even now.—
We are now close upon the village, and the
proud Abbot is come forth at the head of
his hive. Thou hast pleaded well for him,
Warden, otherwise I had taken this occa-
sion to pull down the nest, and chase away
the rooks.” ;

¢ Nay, but do not so,” said Warden ;
« this William Allan, whom they call the
Abbot Eustatius, is ‘a man whose misfor-
tunes would more prejudice our cause than
his prosperity. You cannot inflict more
than he will endure; and the more that
he is made to bear, the higher will be the
influence of his talents and his courage.
In his conventual throne, he will be but
coldly looked on—disliked it may be and
envied. But let him travel through the
land, an oppressed and impoverished man,
and his patience, his eloquence, and learn-

ing, will win more hearts from the good

cause, than all the mitred abbots of Scot-
land have been able to make prey of du.
ring the last hundred years.”
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« Tush ! tush ! man,” said Morton, ¢ the |
revenues of the Halidome will bring more
" men, spears, and horses into the field in one
day, than his preaching in a whole lifetime.
These are not the days of Peter the Her-
mit, when Monks could march armies from
England to Jerusalem ; but gold and good
deeds will still do as much or more than ever.
- Had Julian Avenel had but a score or two
more men this morning, Sir John Foster
had not missed a worse welecome. I say,
confiscating the monk’s revenues is draw-
ing his fang-teeth.”

“ We will surely lay him under contri-
bution,” said Moray, “ and, moreover, if he
desires to remain in his Abbey, he will do
well to produce Piercie Shafton.”

As he thus spoke, they entered the mar-
ket-place, distinguished by their complete
armour and their lofty plumes, as well as
by the number of followers bearing their
colours and badges. Both these powerful
nobles, but more especially Moray, so near-
ly allied tq the crown, had at that time a
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retinue and household not much inferior te
that of Scottish royalty. As they advanced
into the market-place, a pursuivant, press-
ing forward from their train, addressed the
Monks in these words :—* The Abbot of
Saint Mary’s is commanded to appear be-
fore the Earl of Moray.”

-« The Abbot of Saint Mary’s,” said Eu-
stace, “is in the patrimony of his Convent
superior to every temporal lord. Let the
Earl of Moray, if he seeks him, come him-
self to his presence.”

On receiving this answer Moray srmled
scornfully, and, dismounting from his lofty
saddle, he advanced, accompanied by Mor-
ton, and followed by others, to'the body of
Monks assembled around the cross. There
was dah appearance of shrinking among them
at the approach of the heretic lord, so dread-
ed and so powerful. But the Abbot cast-
ing on them a glanee of rebuke and encou-
ragément, stepped forth from their ranks
like a valiant leader, when he sees that his
personal valour must be displayed to re-
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vive the drooping courage of his followers.
« Lord James Stuart,” he said, * or Earl of
Moray, if that be thy title, I, Eustatius,
Abbot of Saint Mary’s, demand by what
right you have filled our peaceful village,
and surrounded our brethren with these
bands of armed men? If hospitality is
sought, we have never refused it to cour-
teous asking—if violence be meant against
peaceful churchmen, let us know at once
the pretext and the object.”

« Sir Abbot,” said Moray, “ your lan-
guage would better have become another
age, and a presence inferior to ours. We
come not here to reply to your interroga-
tions, but to demand of you why you have
broken the peace, collecting your vassals in
arms, and convocating the Queen’s lieges,
whereby many men have been slain, and
much trouble, perchance breach of amity
with England, is likely to arise ?”

« Lupus in fabula,” answered the Abbot
scornfully. ¢ The wolf accused the sheep
of muddying the stream when he drank in

. . 15
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it above her—but it served as a pretext
for devouring her. Convocate the Queen’s
lieges ? I did so to defend the Queen’s land
against foreigners. I did but my duty;
and I regret I had not the means to do it
more effectually.”

“ And was it also a part of your duty to
receive and harbour the Queen of Eng-
land’s rebel and traitor; and to inflame a
war betwixt England and Scotland ?” said
Moray.

“ In my younger days, my lord,” an-
swered the Abbot, with the same intrepi-
dity, “a war with England was no such
dreaded matter ; and not merely a mitred
abbot, bound by his rule to shew hospita-
lity and afford sanctuary to all, but the
poorest Scottish peasant, would have been
ashamed to have pleaded fear of England,
-as the reason for shutting his door against
a persecuted exile. But in these olden
" days, the English seldom saw the face of
a Scottish nobleman, save through the bars
of his visor.”
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¢ Monk!” said the Earl of Morton,
sternly, ¢ this insolence will little avail
thee ; the days are gone by when Rome’s
priests were permitted to brave noblemen
with impunity. Give us up this Piercie
Shafton, or by my father’s crest I will set
thy Abbey in a bright flame ”
¢ And if thou dost, Lord of Morton, its
ruins will tumble above the tombs of thine
own ancestors. Be the issue as God wills,
the Abbot of Saint Mary’s gives up no one
-‘whom he bhath promised to protect.”
¢ Abbot ! said Moray, ¢ bethink thee
.ere we are driven to deal roughly-—the
hands of these men,” he said, pointing to
the soldiers, * will make wild work among
shrines and cells, if we are' compelled to
undertake a search for this Englishman.”
¢t Ye shall not need,” said a voice from
the crowd ; and, advancing gracefully be-
-fore the Earls, the Euphuist flung from him
the mantle in which he was muffled. « Via
the cloud that shadowed Shafton !” said he ;
¢ behold, my Lords, the Knight of Wilver-
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_ton, who spares you the guilt of v1olence

and sacrilege.” :
¢ I protest before God and man against

any infraction of the privileges of :this

kouse,” said the Abbot, “ by seizing upon |

the person of this noble knight. If there
‘be yet spirit in a Scottish Parliament, we
will make you hear of this elsewhere, my
lords!” T :

¢ Spare your threats,” said Moray, ¢ it

may be, my purpose with Sir Piercie Shaf--

ton is not such as thou doest suppose—At-
tach him, pursuivant,as our prisoner, rescue
or no rescue.”

1 yield myself,” said the Euphuist,
« reserving my right to defy my Lord of
‘Moray and my Lord of Morton to single
duel, even as one gentleman may demand
satisfaction of another.”

¢ You shall not want those who will an-
swer your challenge, Sir Knight,” replied
Morton, “ without aspiring to men above
thine own degree.”

« And where am I to find these superla-

" VOL. IIL P
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tive champions,” said the English knight,
¢¢ whose blood runs more pure than that of
Piercie Shafton

¢« Here is a flight for you, my lord!”
said Moray. -

« As ever was flown by wxld.goose,"
said Stawarth Bolton, who had now ap-
. proached to the front of the party.

¢« Who dared to say that word ?” said the
Euphuist, his face crimson with rage.

¢« Tut ! man,” said Bolton, ¢ make the
best of it, thy mother'’s father was but a
tailor, old Overstitch of Holderness—Why,
what ! because thou art a misproud bird,
and despisest thine own natural lineage,
and rufflest in unpaid silks and velvets, and
'keepest company with gallants and cutters,
must we lose our memory for that? Thy
mother, Moll Cross-stitch, was the pretti-
est wench in these parts—she was wedded
by Wild Shafton of Wilverton, who, men
say, was a-kin to the Piercie on the wrong
side of the blanket.” v

"« Help the knight to some strong wa-
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ters,” said Morton ; ¢ he hath fallen from
such a height that he is stunned with the
tumble.”

In fact, Sir Piercie Shafton looked like a
man stricken by a thunderbolt, while, not-:
withstanding the seriousness of the scene
hitherto, no one of the prisoners, not even
the Abbot himself, could refrain from
laughing at the rueful and mortified ex-
pression of his face.

« Laugh on,” he said at length, ¢ laugh
on, my masters—it is not for me to be of:
fended—yet would I know full fain from
that squire who is laughing with the loud-
est, how he had discovered this unhappy
blot, in an otherwise spotless lineage, and
for what purpose he hath made it known ?”

¢« I make it known ?” said Halbert Glen-
dinning in astonishment, for to him this
pathetic appeal was made, * I never heard
the thing till this moment.”

¢ Why, did not that old rude soldier
learn it from thee ?” said the Knight, in in.
creasmg amazement. '
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« Not I, by Heaven,” said Bolton ; « I
never saw the youth in my life before.”

¢¢ But you kave seen him ere now, my
worthy master,” said Dame Glendinning,
bursting in her turn from the crowd. ¢ My
son, this is Stawarth Bolton, he to whom
we owe life, and the means of preserving
it—if he be prisoner, as seems most likely,
use thine interest with these noble lords to
be kind to the widow’s friend.”

¢« What, my Dame of the Glen,” said
Bolton, ¢ thy brow is more withered, as
well as mine, since we met last, but thy
tongue holds the touch better than my arm.
This boy of thine gave me the foil sorely
this morning. The Brown Varlet has turn-
ed as stout a trooper as I propheswd and
where is White Head ?”

¢¢ Alas !” said the mother, looking down,
«« Edward has taken orders, and become a
monk of this Abbey.”

« A monk and a soldier !—Evil trades
both, my good dame. Better have made one
agood masterfashioner, like old Cross-stitch
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of Holderness. I sighed when I envied
you the two bonnie children, but Isigh not
now to call either the monk or the soldier
mine own. - The soldier dies in the field,
the monk scarce lives in the cloister.”

« My dearest mother,” said Halbert,
¢ where is Edward, can I not speak with
him

¢¢ He has just left us for the present,” said
Father Philip, ¢« upon amessage from the
Lord Abbot.”

« And Mary, my dearest mgther,” said
Halbert.—Mary Avenel was not far dis-
tant, and the three were soon withdrawn
from the crowd to hear and relate their va-
rious chances of fortune.

. While the subordinate personages thus
disposed of themselves, the Abbot held se-
rious discussion with the two Earls, and,
partly yielding to their demands, partly de-
fending himself with skill and eloquence,
was enabled to make a composition for his
Convent which left it provisionally in no
worse - situation than before, The Earls
P2 :
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were the more reluctant to drive matters
to extremity, since he protested, that if
urged beyond what his conscience would
comply with, he would throw the whole
'ands of the Monastery into the Queen of
Scotland’s hands, to be disposed of at her
pleasure. This would not have answered
the views of the Earls, who were contented,
for the time, with a moderate sacrifice of
money and lands. Matters being so far
settled, the Abbot became anxious for the
fate of Sir Piercie Shafton, and implored
mercy in his behalf.

¢« He is a coxcomb,” he said, ¢* my lords,
but he is a generous, though a vain fool ;
and it is my firm belief you have this day
done him more pain than if you had run a
poniard into him.”
~ ¢ Run a needle you mean, Abbot,” said
the Earl of Morton ; ¢ by mine honour, I
thought this grandson' of a fashioner of
doublets was descended ﬁ'om a crowned
head at least.”

« I hold with the Abbot,” said Moray;
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¢« there were little honour in surrendering
him to Elizabeth, but he shall be sent where
he can do her no injury. Our pursuivant
and Bolton shall escort him to Dunbar, and
ship him off for Flanders.—But soft, here
he comes, and leading a female, as I
think.”

¢« Lords and others,” sand the Englxsh
knight with great solemnity, * make way
for the Lady of Piercie Shafton—a secret
which I listed not to make known, till fate,
which hath betrayed what 1 vainly strove
to eonceal, makes me less desirous to hide
that which I now announce to you.”

s It is Mysie Happer the miller'’s daugh-
ter, on my life,” said Tib Tacket, « I
thought the pride of these Piercies would
have a fa’.”

« It is indeed the lovely Mysinda,” said
the Knight, ¢ whose merits towards her
devoted servant deserved higher rank than
he had to bestow.”

« I suspect though ” said Moray, ¢ that
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we should not have heard of the miller’s
daughter being made a lady, had not the
knight proved to be the grandson of a tai-
lor> :
¢ My Lord,” said Sir Piercie Shafton,
¢¢ it is poor valour to strike him that can-
not smite again ; and I hope you will con-
sider. what is due to a prisoner by the law
‘of arms, and say nothing more on this odi-
ous subject. When I am once more mine
own man, I will find a new road to digni-
ty.” .

<¢ Shape one, I presume,” said the Earl
of Morton.

« Nay, Douglas, you will drive him mad,”
said Moray ; « besides, we have other mat-
ter in hand—I must see Warden wed Glen-
dinning with Mary Avenel, and put him
in possession of his wife’s castle without
delay. It will be best done ere our forces
leave these parts.

¢¢ And I,” said the Miller, ¢ have the like
grist to grind ; for I hope some one of the

4
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good fathers will wed my wench with her
gay bridegroom.”

¢« It needs not,” said Shafton, ¢ the ce-

rémonial hath been solemnly performed.”

« It will not be the worse of another
bolting,” said the Miller ; « it is always best
to be sure, as I say when I chance to take
multure twice from the same meal-sack.” .

¢¢ Stave the miller off him,” said Moray,
¢ or he will worry him dead. The Abbot,
my lord, offers us the hospitality ofithe
Convent ; I move we should repair hither,

~ Sir Piercie, and all of us. I must learn to
know the Maid of Avenel—to-morrow I
must act as her father—All Scotland shall
see how Moray can reward a faithful ser-
vant.” ' ,

Mary Avenel and her lover avoided meet-
ing the Abbot, and took up their tempo-
rary abode in a house of the village, where

‘next day their hands were united- by the
Protestant preacher, in presence of the two
Earls. On the same day Piercie Shafton
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and his bride departed, under an escort
which was to conduct him to the sea-side,
and see him embark for the Low Coun-
tries. Early on the next morning the
bands of the Earls were under march to
the castle of Avenel, to invest the young
bridegroom with the property of his wife,
which was surrendered to them without
opposition.

But not without those omens which
seemed to mark every remarkable event
which befell the fated family, did Mary
take possession of the ancient castle of her
forefathers. The same warlike form which
had appeared more than once at Glendearg,
was seen by Tibb Tacket and Martin, who
returned with their young mistress to par-
take her altered fortunes. It glided before
the cavalcade as they advanced upon the
long causeway, paused at each draw-bridge,
and flourished its hand, as in triumph, as it
disappeared under the gloomy arch-way,
which was surmounted by the insignia of
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the house of Avenel. The two trusty ser-
vants made theirvision only knownto Dame
Glendinning, who, with much pride of
heart, had accompanied her son to see him
take his rank among the barons of the land.
O, my dear bairn !” she exclaimed, when
she heard the tale; « the castle is a grand
place to be sure, but I wish ye dinna a* de-
sire to be back in the quiet braes of Glen-
dearg before the play be played out.”

This natural reflection, springing from
maternal anxiety, was soon forgotten amid
the busy and pleasing task of examining
and admiring the new habitation of her
son. '

While these affairs -were passing, Ed-
ward had hidden himself and his sorrows
in the paternal tower of Glendearg, where
every object was full of matter for bitter
reflection. The Abbot’s kindness had dis-
patched him thither upon pretence of pla-
cing some papers belonging to the Abbey
in safety and secrecy ; but in reality to
prevent his witnessing the triumph of his

t
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brother. Through the deserted apartments,
the scene of so many bitter reflections, the
unhappy youth stalked like a discontented
ghost, conjuring up around him at every
step. new subjects for sorrow and for self-
torment. Impatient, at length, of the state
of irritation and agonized recollection in
which he found himself, he rushed out and
walked hastily up the glen, as if to shake
off the load which hung upon his mind.
The sun was setting when he reached the
entrance of Corri-nan-shian, and the recol-
lection of what he had seen when he last
visited that haunted ravine, burst on his
mind. He was in a humour, however, ra-
ther to seek out danger than to avoid it.

« T will face this mystic being,” he said ;
“ she foretold the fate which has wrapped
me in this dress,—I will know whether she
has aught else to tell me of a life which
-cannot but be miserable.”

He. failed not to see the White Spirit
seated by her accustomed haunt, and sing-
ing in her usual low and sweet tone. While
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she sung she seemed to look with sorrow
" on her golden zome, which was now dimi-
nished to the fineness of a silken thread.

<¢ Fare thee well, thou Holly green !
Thou shalt seldom now be seen,
With all thy glittering garlands bending,
As to greet my slow descending,
Startling the bewilder’d hind,
. Who sces thee wave without a wind.

“ Farewell, Fountain ! how not long
a Shalt thou murmur to my song,
- While thy crystal bubbles glancing,
Keep the time in mystic dancing,
Rise and swell, are burst and lest,
Like mortal schemes by fortune crost.

¢ The knot of fate at length is tied,
The Churlis Lord, the Maid is Bride !
Vainly did my magic sleight
Send the lover from her sight ;
Wither bush, and perish well,.
Fall'n is lofty Avenel !”

'Fhe Vision seemed to weep' while she
sung ; and the words impressed on Edward
YOL. 1IL.- Q
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a melancholy belief, that the alliance of Ma-
- ry with his brother mlght be fatal to them
both,

Here terminates the First Part of the
Benedictine’s Manuscript. I have in vain
- endeavoured to ascertain the precise period

of the story, as the dates cannot be exactly
reconciled with those of the most accredit-
ed histories. But it is astonishing how
careless the writers of Utopia are upon
“these important subjects. I observe that
the learned Mr Laurence Templeton, in
" his late publication, entitled IvaNHOE, has
not only blessed the bed of Edward the
Confessor with an offspring unknown to
history, with sundry other solecisms of the
same kind, but has inverted the order of
. nature, and feasted his swine with acorns in
the midst of summer. All that can be
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alleged by the warmest admirer of this
author amounts to this,—that the circum-
stances objected to are just as true as thw
rest of the story; which appears to me
(more especially in the matter of the acorns)
to be a very imperfect defence, and that .
the author will do well to profit by Captain
Absolute’s advice to his servant, and never
tell more lies than are indispensably neces-
sary. o ‘

END OF VOLUME THIRD.
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